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PREFACE. 



Of the many books which are now nsed as 
presents to the yonng, there is a large proportion 
whose contents are rather of a light and Myo- 
lous character ; and very few of which the com- 
position may be regarded as truly classical. The 
editor of the Premium, having frequent occasion 
to present books to those who are under his 
care, has learnt that it is no easy matter always 
to find such a yolume as is exactly suited to his 
purpose. 

He deems it important that a premium should 
contain solid matter— such as may be read fre- 
quently without losing its interests-matter which 
may serve to form the taste, aid the reader in 
the art of composition, at the same time that it 
furnishes valuable information ; and precepts for 
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the conduct of life. In short, that the Toltune 
may be fit to preserve and peruse in mature life. 
If the production now offered to the public 
shall be considered as having in any good de- 
gree maintained this character, the editor's de- 
sign will have been fully accomplished. 
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ADVANTAGES OF A WVLL^OULTIVATSD MIND. 

It is not without reaaoi^ that those, who have 
tasted the pleasures afforded ^y philosophy and 
literature, have lavished upon them the greatest 
eulogiuma. The benefits they produce are too 
many to eoxunerate, valuable beyond estimation, 
and various as the scenes of human life. The 
man who has a knowledge of the works of God, 
in ihe creation of the universe, and his providen- 
tial government of the immense system of the 
material and intellectual world, can never be 
without a copious fund of the most agreeable 
amusement He can never be solitary; for in 
the most lonely solitude he is not destitute of 
company and conversation: his own ideas are 
his companions, and he can always converse with 
his own mind. 

How much soever a person may be engaged in 
pleasures, or encumbered with business, he will 
certainly have some moments to spare for thought 
and reflection. No one, who has observed how 
heavily the vacuities of time hang upon minds 
nnfumished with images and unaccustomed to 
think, will be at a loss to make a just estimate 
of the advantages of possessing a copious stock 
of ideas, of which the combinations may take a 
multiplicity of forms, and may be varied to in- 
finity. 

Mental occupations are a pleasing relief from 
bodily exertions, and that perpetual hurry and 
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weuiBOme attention, which, in most of the em- 
ployments of life, must be given to objects which 
are no otherwise interesting than as they are ne- 
cessary. The mind in an hour of leisure, obtain- 
ing a short vacation from the perplexing cares 
of the world, finds, in its own contemplations, a 
source of amusement, of solace and pleasure. 
The tiresome attention that must be given to an 
infinite number of things, which, singly and 
separately taken, are of little moment, but col- 
lectively considered, form an important aggregate, 
requires to be sometimes relaxed by thoughts and 
reflections of a more general and extensive na- 
ture, and directed to objects of which the exami- 
nation may open a more spacious field of exercise 
to the mind, give scope to its exertions, expand 
its ideas, present new combinations, and exhibit 
to the intellectual eye, images new, various, sub- 
lime, or beautiful. 

The time of action wilf not always continue. 
The young ought ever to have this consideration 
present to their mind, that they must grow old, 
unless prematurely cut oif by sickness or acci- 
dent. They ought to contemplate the certain 
approach of age and decrepitude, and consider 
that all temporal happiness is of uncertain acqui- 
sition, mixed with a variety of alloy, and, in 
whatever degree attained, only of a short and 
precarious duration. Every day brings some dis- 
appointment, some diminution of pleasure, or 
some frustration of hope ; and every moment 
brings us nearer to that period, when the present 
scenes shall recede from the view, end future 
prospects cannot be formed. 

This consideration displays, in a very intere^ 
ing point of view, the beneficial effects of fiir 
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nwhing the nund with a stock of ideas that maj 
amuae it in leisoTe, accompany it in Bolitude, dispel 
the gioom of melancholy, lighten the pressmw of 
misfortane, dissipate the vexations arising fiom 
tiaffled projects or disappointed hopes, and relieve 
the tedium of that season of life, when new acqai- 
siticms can no more be made, and the world can 
no longer flatter and delude us with its iliusiMy 
hopes and promises. 

When life begins, like a distant landscape, gra* 
dually to disappear, tiie mind can receive no solace 
but from its own ideas and reflections. Philosophy 
and literature will then furnish us with an inex- 
haustible source of the most agreeable amusements, 
as religion will afford its substantial consolatioa. 
A well*spent youth is the only sure foundation 
of a happy old age : no axiom of the mathematics 
is more true, or more easily demonstrated. 

Old age, like death, comes unexpectedly on the 
unthinking and unprepared, although its approach 
be visible, and its arrival certain. Those who 
hare, in the earlier part -of life, neglected to ftmuah 
dieir minds with ideas, to fortify them by oonteSH 
plation, and regulate them by rkiection, seeing the 
seascHi of yoadi and vigour irrecoverably past, its 
pleasing scenes annihilated, and its brilliant pro»- 
pects lefl; &r behind, without the possibility ci 
retam, and feeling, at the same time, the irresisti- 
ble encroachments of age, with its disagreeable 
appendages, are surprised and disconcerted by a 
change icaroely expected, or for which, at least, 
they had made no preparatidns. A person in this 
pradieament, finding himself no longer capable 
of ta^KJng, as formerly, a part in the busy walks 
of fife, of enjoying its active pleasures, and sharing 
its arduous enterprises, becomes peevish and uneasy. 
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troublesome to others, luid burdensome to himself; 
Destitute of the resources of philosopher, and a 
stranger to the amusing pursuit of literature, he 
is unacquainted with any agreeable method of fill* 
ing up the vacuity left in his mind by his neees* 
sary recess from the active, scenes of life. 

All this is>the ccmsequence of squandering away 
the days of youth and vigour without acquiring 
the habit of thinking. The period of human life, 
diort as it is, is of suffident length for the acqtusi- 
tion of a considerable stock of useful and i^jeeable 
knowledge ; and the circumstances of the wodd 
flffi)rd a superabundance of subjects for contempla- 
tion and inquiry. The various phenomena of the 
moral as well as physical world, the investigation 
of sciences^ and the information communicated by 
literature, are calculated to attract attention, exer- 
cise thought, excite reflection, and replenish the 
mind mth w infinite vuiety of ideas. 

The man of letters, when compared with one 
that is illiterate, exhibits nearly the same contrast 
as that which exists between a blind man and one 
that can see ; and if we consider how much litera- 
ture enlarges the mind, and how much it multipliesy 
adjusts, rectifies, and arranges the ideas, it may well 
be reckoned equivalent to an additional sense. It 
affords pleasures which wealth cannot procure, and 
which poverty cannot entirely take away. A well 
cultivated mind places its possessor beycmd the 
reach of those trying vexations and disquietudes, 
which continually harass and perplex those who 
have no resources within themselves; and, in some 
measure, elevates him above the smiles and finowns 
of fortune. bigl^kb. 



THE PBSMIUH. 



NATURE AND ART. 



It may be a trite observatioii, bat it is at the 
same time a true one, that ** there is neither waste 
nor ruin in nature/' When the productions of 
human art &11 into decay, they are gone ; and if 
the artist does not repbice Ihem by new formations, 
the species is gone also ; but the works of nature 
are their own repairers and continuers, and that 
which we are accustomed to look upon as destnio- 
tion and putrefiu^on, is a step in the prc^^ress of 
new being and lifs. This is the grand distinction 
between the productions of nature and those of 
art; those in which the same power finds both 
the materials and the form, and those in which 
the form is merely impressed upon previously exist* 
ing materials. 

The substances in nature, are in themselves en- 
dowed with faculties, unseen and inscrutable by 
man in anything but their results, which produce 
all the varied forms of inorganic and organic be- 
ing, of which the solid earth, the liquid sea, and 
the fluid air, are formed, and by which they are 
inhabited. The &brications of man are, on the 
other hand, in a state of coiomenced decay the in- 
stant that they are made ; and without the constant 
labour of repair, and replacing, they would perish 
altogether. The most extensive dties, and the 
strongest fortifications, after man abandons them 
to their &te, &de and moulder away, so that the 
people of aflter-ages dispute, not merely about the 
places where they were situated, but about the veiy 
fact of their existence. It is true, that when man 
takes any of nature's productions out of the place 
or circumstances for which nature has fitted 4iem, 
and supports them by artificial means, they can- 
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not continue to exist after those means are with- 
drawn, any more than a roof can remain suspend- 
ed in the air, after the walls or parts that supported 
it are withdrawn ; or, a cork will remain at the 
bottom of a basin of water, after the weight that 
kbpt it from rising to the surface has been removed. 
If man will have artificial shelter and food, he myst 
keep in repair the house that he has built, trim the 
garden he has planted, and plough and sow the 
.field from which he is to obtain his artificial crop ; 
but if he would content himself with that which is 
produced without importation, and artificial cul- 
ture, no planting, sowing, or culture, is necessary ; 
for whether it be in the warm regions, or in the 
cold, in the sheltered valley, or upon the storm- 
beaten hill, in the close forest, or upon the open 
down, nature does her part without intermission or 
error ; and while the results are so many and so 
beautiful, the causes are those qualities with which 
the fiat of the Almighty endowed the elements, 
when it was his pleasure to speak the whole into 
existence. bbitish natubalist. 



FLOWERS. 

Thx return of May, brings over us a living sense 
of the loveliness and delightfulness of flowers. Of 
all the minor creations of God, they seem to be 
most completely the effusions of his love of beauty, 
grace and joy. Of all the natural objects which 
surround us, they are the least connected with our 
absolute necessities. Vegetation might proceed, 
the earth might be clothed with a sober green ; all 
the processes of fructification might be perfected 
without being attended by tlie glory with which the 
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flower is crowned^ but beauty and fragrance ar» 
poured abroad over the earth in blossoms of endless 
varieties, radiant evidences of tlie boundless benevo- 
lence of the Deity. They are made solely to glad- 
den the heart of man, for a light to his eyes, fat a 
living inspiration of grace to his spirit, for a perpe- 
tual admiration. And accordingly, they seize on 
our affections the first moment that we behold them. 
With what eagerness do veiy infants grasp at flow- 
ers ! As they become older they would live for- 
ever amongst them. They bound about in the 
floweiy meadows like young fawns ; they gather 
all they come near ; they collect heaps ; they sit 
among them, and sort them, and sing over them, 
and caress them, till they perish in their grasp. 

This sweet May morning, 

The children are pulling 

On every side. 

In a thousand valleys far and wide 

Fresh flowers. 

WORDSWORTH. 

We see them coming wearily into the towns and 
villages, with their pinafores full, and posies half 
as large as themselves. We trace them in shady 
lanes, in the grass of far-off fields, by the treasures 
they have gathered and have left behind, lured on 
by others still brighter. As they grow up to matu- 
rity, they assume, in their eyes, new characters and 
beauties. Then they are strewn around them, the 
poetry of the earth. They become invested by a 
multitude of associations with innumerable spells 
of power over the human heart; they are to us me- 
morials of the joys, sorrows, hopes, and triumphs 
of our forefathers : they are, to tdl nations, the em- 
blems of youth in its loveUness and purity. 

HO WITT. 
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TO THE EVENING WIND. 

SnBiT, that bvekthest ihroogh my lattice, tfaoa 
That coorst the twilight of the sultry day, 

Ghrateiiilly flows thy frediness round my brow ; 
Thou bast been out upon the deep at play, 

Biding all day the wild blue waves till now, 
Roughening ^eir crests, and scattering hightheir 
spray, 

And swelling the white sail. I welcome thee 

To the scordied land, thou wanderer of the sea ! 

Nor I alone— a thousand bosoms round 
Inhale thee in the fulness of delight ; 

And langfuid forms rise up, and pulses bound 
Livelier, at coming of the wind of night ; 

And, languishing to hear thy grateful sound, 
Lies the vast inland stretched beyond the sight. 

Go forth into the gathering shade ; go forth, 

God*s blessing breathed upon the fainting earth ! 

Go, rock the little wood-bird in his nest, 

Curl the still waters, bright with stars, and rouse 

The wide old wood from his majestic rest. 
Summoning from the innumerable boughs 

The strange, deep harmonies that haunt bis breast ; 
Pleasant shall be thy way where meekly bows 

The shutting flower, and darkling waters pass. 

And 'twixt the overshadowing branches and the grass. 

The faint old man shall lean his silver head 
To feel thee ; thou shalt kiss the child asleep. 

And dry the moistened curls that overq>read 
His temples, while his breatfiing grows more deep ; 

And they, who stand about the ack man*s bed, 
Shall joy to listen to thy distant sweep. 

And softly part his curtains to allow 

Thy visit, grateful to his burning brow. 
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Go — but the circle of eternal change, 
That is the life of nature, shall restore, 

With sounds and scents from all |by mighty ranges 
Thee to thy birth-place of the deep once more ; 

Sweet odors in the sea-air, sweet and strange. 
Shall tell the home-sick mariner of the shore ; 

And listening to thy murmur, he shall deem 

He hears the rustling leaf and running stream. 

BBTA9T. 



DESCRIPTION OP A ROMAN ENTEBTAINMENTL 

Ir an ancient Roman could start from his slum- 
ber into the midst of European life, he must loofc 
with scorn on its absence of grace, elegance, and 
fancy. But it is in its festivities, and, most of all 
in its banquets, that he would feel the incurable 
barbarism of the Gothic blood. Contrasted with 
the fine displays that made the table of the Roman 
noble a picture, and threw over the indulgence of 
appetite the colours of the imagination ; with what 
eyes must he contemplate the tasteless and common- 
place dress, the coarse attendants, the meagre orna- 
ment, the want of mirth, music, and intellectual in- 
lerest — the whole heavy machinery that converts 
the feast into the mere drudgery of devouring ! 

The guests before me were fifty or sixty, splen- 
didly dressed men, attended by a crowd of domes- 
tics attired with scarcely less splendour; for no man 
thought of coming to the banquet in the robes of 
ordinary life. The embroidered coucfi, itself a 
gtriking oWect, allowed the ease of position, at once 
delightful m the relaxing climates of the south, and 
capable of combining with every grace of flie hu- 
man figure. At aslic^t distance, the table^ loaded 
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with plate glittering under the blaze of a iHrofiuioti 
of lamps, and surrounded by couches thus covered 
with rich drs^ries, was like a central source of 
light, radiating in broad shafts of every brilliant hue. 
All that belonged to the ornament of the board 
was superb. The wealth of the patricians, and their 
perpetual intercourse with Greece, made them mas- 
ters of the finest performances of the arts. The 
sums expended on plate were enormous. But its 
taste and beauty were essential to the refined en- 
joyment of the banquet. Copies of the most famous 
statues and groups of sculpture in the precious me- 
tals ; trophies of the victories of tlie Greek and Ro- 
man ; models of the celebrated temples ; were min- 
gled with the vases of flowers and lighted perfumes; 
and covering and colouring all, was a vast scarlet 
canopy which combined the groups beneath the 
eye, and threw the whole into the form that a pain- 
ter would love. 

But the true skill was shown in the constant 
prevention of that want of topic, which turns con- 
versation into weariness. There was a perpetual 
succession of new objects and excitements. Even 
the common changes of the table were made to as- 
sist this purpose. The coming in of each course 
was announced by music, and the attendants were 
preceded by a procession of minstrels dancing, 
chaplet-crowned, and playing popular melodies. 
Between the courses, a higher entertainment was 
offered in the recitations, pleasantries read or acted 
by a class of professional satirists of the absurdities 
of the day. 

It is easy to imagine how fertile a source of in- 
terest this must have been made by the subtle and 
splenetic Italian, moving through Roman life, the 
most various, animating, and fantastic scene, in 
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which society ever shone. The redtatioiis were 
always loodLod to as the charm of the &ast They 
were often severe ; but their severity was reserved 
for public men and matters. The court supplied 
the most tempting and popular ridicule : but &e re- 
citer was a privileged person, and all the better hu- 
moured Cesars bore the castigation without a mur- 
mur. No man in the empire was more laughed at 
than Vespasian, and no man oftener joined in the 
laugh. One of his morning's sports was to collect 
the burlesques of the night before, give them new 
pungency by a touch of the imperial pen, and then 
despatch them to make their way throi]^h the world. 
The strong-headed sovereign knew the value of an 
organ of public opinion, and used to call their pe- 
njtsall ** sitting for iiis picture." The picture was 
sometimes so strong, that t^^e courtiers trembled. 
But the veteran who had borne thirty years of bat- 
tle, laid it up among " his portraits," laughed the ' 
insult away ; and repeated his populaor saying, ** that 
when he was old enough to come to years of discre- 
tion, and give up the emperor, he diould become 
reciter himself, and have his turn with the world." 
The recitations again were varied, by a sportive 
lottery in which the guests drew prizes; sometimes 
of value, gems and plate ; sometimes merely an 
epigram, or a caricature. The banquet generally 
closed with a theatric dance by the chief public per- 
^rmers of the day ; and the finest forms and most 
delicate art of Greece and Iberia displayed — the 
story of Theseus and Ariadne ; the flight of Jason ; 
the fiite of Semele, or some other of the brilliant 
fictions of their poetry. In the presence of this 
vivid scene, sat tempering its wildness by the ma- 
jeaty of religion, the three great tutelar idols of 
RoiQe, Jove, Juno, and Minerva, of colossal height 
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throned at the head of the hall; completing, fiibe 
as they were, the most singular and dazzfing com- 
bination that man eret saw, of the delight of the 
senses with the delight of the mind. cbox.t. 



THE EVENING CLOUD. 



A ciAUB lay cradled near the setting san-— 

A gleam of crimson tinged its braided snow ; 
Long had I watched the glory moving on. 

O'er the still radiance of the lake below. 
Tranquil its spirit seemed and floated slow ; 

E'en in its very motion there was rest. 
While every breath of eve that chanced to blow. 

Wafted the traveller to the beauteous west— 
Emblem, methought, pf the departed soul. 

To whose white robe the gleam of bliss is given. 
And by the breath of mercy made to roll 

Right onward to the golden gates of heaven ; 
Where, to the eye of fiiith, it peaceful lies, 
And tells to man hb glorious destinies. 

WIL80V. 



BOUTUDE. 

'TIS night when meditation bids us feel 

We once have loved, though love is at an end; 
The heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal. 
Though friendless now, will deem it had a 
friend. * 

Who with the weight of years would wish to 
bend. 
When youth itself survives young love and joy 1 
Alas when mingling souls forget to Uend, 
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Beaih has bat little left him to destroy ! 
Ah !• happy years ! once more who would not be a 
boyi 

Thus, bending o'er the vessel's laving side, 

To gaze on Dian's wave-reflected ^here, 
The soul forgets her schemes of hope and pride, 

And flies unconscious o'er each backward year. 

None are so desolate but something dear. 
Bearer than self^ possesses or possessed 

A thought, and claims the homage of a tear — 
A flashing pang ! of which the weary breast 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell. 
To slowly trace the forest's shady scene. 
Where things that own not man's dominion 
dwell, 
And mortal foot hath ne'er or rarely been ; 
To climb the trackless mountain all unseen, 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold : 

Alone o'er steeps and foaming falls to lean ;— 
This is not solitude ; 'tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature's charms, and view her stores 
unrolled. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men. 

To hear, to see, to feel, and to possess, 
And roam along, the world's tired denizen, 
With none who bless us, none whom we can 

bless; 
Minions of splendour shrinking firom distress ! 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
4 If we were not, would seem to taiile the less. 
Of all that flattered, followed, sought and sued ; — 
This is to be alone ; this, this Is solitude ! 

BTBOK. 
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THE TIGER'S CAVE. 



Our leaving the Indian village, we continued io 
wind round Chimborazo's wide base ; but its snow- 
crowned head no longer shone above us in clear 
briUiancy, for a dense fog was gathering gradually 
around it Our guides looked anxiously towards 
it, and announced their apprehensions of a violent 
storm. We soon found that their fears were well 
founded. The thander began to roll, and resounii- 
ed through the mountainous passes with the most 
terrific grandeur. Then came the vivid lightning ; 
flash following flash — above, around, beneath — 
ever3rwhere a sea of fire. We sought a momenta- 
ry shelter in a cleft of the rocks, whilst one of our 
guides hastened forward to seek a more secure asy- 
lum. In a short time, he returned, and infonned 
us that he had discovered a spacious cavern, which 
would afford us sufficient protection from the ele- 
ments. We proceeded thither immediately, and, 
with great difliculty, and not a little danger, at last 
got into it 

When the storm had somewhat abated, ^our 
guides ventured out in order to ascertain if it were 
possible to continue our journey. The cave in 
which we bad taken refuge, was so extremely dark, 
that, if we moved a few paces from the entrance, 
we could not see an inch before us ; and we were 
debating as to the propriety of leaving it, even be- 
fore the Indians came back, when We suddenly- 
heard a angular groaning or growling in the far- 
ther end of the cavern, which instantly fixed aU 
our attenti<m. Wharton and myself listened anx- 
iously; but our daring and inconsiderate young 
fiiend Lincoln, together with my huntsman, crept 
about upon their hands and knees, and endeavoured 
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to discover, by groping, from whence the sound 
proceeded. 

They had not advanced far into the cavern, be- 
fore we heard them atter an exclamation of sur- 
prise; and thev returned to us, each carrying in his 
arms an animal singularly marked, and about the 
raze of a cat, seemingly of great strength and pow- 
er, and furnished with immense fiuigs. The eyes 
were of a green colour ; strong claws were upon 
their feet ; and a blood-red tongue hung out of their 
mouths. Wharton had scarcely glanced at them, 
when he exclaimed in consternation, **Wb have 
come into the den of a — ** He was interrupted 
by a fearful cry of dismay from our guides, who 
came rushing precipitately towards us, calling out, 
** A tiger ! a tiger !" and at the same time, witii ex- 
traordinary rapidity, they climbed up a cedar tree, 
which stood at the entrance of the cave, and hid 
themselves among the branches. 

After the first sensation of horror and surprise, 
which rendered me motionless for a moment, had 
subsidei^ I 'grasped my fire-arms. Wharton had 
already regained his composure and self-possession ; 
and he called to us to assist him instantiy in block- 
ing up the mouth of the cave with an immense 
stone, which fortunately lay near it The sense ot 
approaching danger augmented our strength; for 
we now distinctly heard the growl of the ferocious 
animal, and we were lost beyond redemption if he 
reached the entrance before we could get it closed. 
Ere this was done, we could distinctiy see the tiger 
bounding towards the ^pot, and stooping in order 
to creep into his den by the narrow opening. At 
this fearfiil moment, our exertions were successful, 
and ihe great stone kept the wild beast at bay. 

There was a small open space, however, left be- 
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tween the top of the entrance and the stone, tbrongli 
which we could see the head of the animal, illiuni- 
nated by his glowing eyes, which he rolled glaringly 
with fiiry upon us. His frightful roaring, too, pene- 
trated to ^ depths of the cav-em, and waa an- 
swered by the hoarse growling of the cubs. Our 
ferocious enemy attempted first to remove the stone 
with his powerful claws, and then to push 'it with 
his head from its place; and these efforts, proidng 
abortiye, served only to increase his wrath. He 
Uttered a tremendous heart^piercing howl, and his 
flaming eyes darted light into the darkness of our 
retreat 

" Now is the time to fire at him,'' said Wharton, 
with his usual calnmess ; ** aim at his eyes, the ball 
will go through his brain, and we shall then have 
a chance to get rid of him." 

Frank seized his double-barrelled gun, and Lin- 
coln his pistols. The former placed the muzzle 
within a few inches of the tiger, and Lincoln did 
the same. At Wharton's command, they both drew 
the triggers at the same moment ; but no shot fol- 
lowed. The tiger, who seeihed aware that the 
flash indicated an attack upon him, sprang growl- 
ing from the entrance, but, feeling himself unhurt, 
immediately turned bai^ again, and stationed hinir 
self in his former place. The powder in both pie- 
ces was wet. 

" All is now over," said Wharton ; " we have 
only now to choose whether we shall die of hunger, 
together with these animals who are shut up along 
with us, or open the entrance to the blood-thirsty 
monster without, and so m^ a quicker end of the 
matter." 

So saying he placed himself dose beside the 
stone, whicb^ for the moment, defended us, and 



THS PUSXIVX. 17 

lodcad undauntedly upon the ligHtning eyes of the 
tiger. Lincohi laved, and Frank took a piece of 
strong cord from his pocket, and hastened to the 
fiurther end of the cave ; I knew not with what 
design. We soon, however, heard a low, stifled 
groaning ; and the tiger which had heard it also, 
became more restless and disturbed than ever. He 
went backwards and forwards before the entrance 
of the cave, in the most wild and impetuous man- 
ner ; then stood still, and, stretching out his neck 
in the direction of the for^ broke forth in a deaf- 
ening howl. 

Our two Indian guides took advdtitage of this 
opportunity, to discharge several arrows from the 
tree. He was struck more than once ; but the light 
weapons bounded back harmless from his thick skin. 
At length, however, one of them struck him near 
the eye, and the arrow remained sticking in the 
wound. He now broke anew into the wildest fury, 
sprang .at the tree, and tore it with his claws, as 
if he would have dragged it to the ground. But 
having, at length, succeeded in getting rid of the ar- 
row, he became more calm, and laid himself down, 
as before, in front of the cave. 

Frank now returned from the lower end of the 
den, and a glance showed us what he had been 
doing. In each hand, and dangling from the end 
of the string, were the two cubs. He had strangled 
them ; and, before we were aware what he intend- 
ed, he threw them through the opening to the ti- 
ger. No sooner did the animal perceive them, than 
he gazed earnestly ujmn them, and began to exa- 
mine Uiem closely, turning them cautiously from 
side to side. As soon as he became aware that they 
were dead, he uttered so piercing a howl of sorrow, 
that we were obliged to put our hands to our ears. 

B 
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The thunder had now eeaaed, and the slona bad 
sunk to a gentle gale ; the songs of birds were again 
heard in the neighbouring forest, and the sunbeams 
sparkled in the drops that hung from the leaves. 
We saw, through the aperture, how all nature was 
reviving, afler the wild war of elements, which had 
so recently taken place ; but the contrast only made 
our situation the more horrible. ■ We were in a 
grave, from which there was no deliverance; and a 
monster worse than the fabled Cerberus, kept 
watch over us. The tiger had laid himself down 
beside his whelps. He was a beautiful animal, of 
great size and strength; and his limbs, being 
stretched out at their full length, displayed his im- 
mense power of muscle. A double row of great 
teeth stood far enough apart to show his large red 
tongue, from which the white foam fell in large 
drops. All at once, another roar was heard at a 
distance, and the Mget immediately rose and an- 
swered it with a mournful howl. At the same 
instant, our Indians uttered a shriek, which an- 
nounced that some new danger threatened us. A 
few moments confirmed our worst fears ; for ano- 
ther tiger, not quite so large as the former, came 
rapidly towards the spot where we were. 

The howls which the tigress gave, when she had 
examined the bodies of her cubs, surpassed every- 
thing horrible that we had yet heard ; and the tiger 
mingled his mournful cries with hers. Suddenly 
her roaring was lowered to a hoarse growling, and 
we saw her anxiously stretdi out her head, extend 
her wide and smoking nostrils, and look as if she 
were determined to discover immediately the mur- 
derers of her young. Her eyes quickly fell upon 
va, and she made a spring forward, with the inten- 
tion of penetrating to our place of refuge. Perhaps 
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she might hare \)eea enabled by her immense 
strength, to push away the stone, had we not, with 
all our united power, held it against her. - When 
she found that all her efforts were fruitless, she 
approached the tiger, who lay stretched out beside 
hj8 cubs, and he toae and joined in her hollow roar- 
ings. They stood together for a few moments, 
as if in consultation, then suddenly went off at a 
rapid pace, and disappeared from our sight Their 
howli]^ died away in the distance, and then entire 
ly ceased. 

Our Indians descended from their ti^e,and called 
upon us to seize the only possibility of our yet sa- 
ying ourselves, by instant flight ; for that the tigers 
had only gone round the height to seek another in- 
let to the cave, with which they were, no doubt, 
acquainted. In the greatest haste the stone was 
pushed aside, and we stept forth from what we had 
considered a Uving grave. We now heard once 
more the roaring of the tigers, though at a distance ; 
and, following the example of our guides, we pre- 
cipitately struck into a side path. From the num- 
ber of roots and branches of trees, with which the 
storm had strewed our way, and the slipperiness 
of the road, our flight was slow and diflicult 

We had proceeded thus for about a quarter of 
an hour, when we found that our way led along the 
edge of a rocky clifi^ with innumerable fissures. 
We had just entered upon it, when suddenly the 
Indians, who were before us, uttered one of their 
piercing shrieks, and we immediately became aware 
that the tigers were in pursuit of us. Urged by 
despair, we rushed towards one of the breaks, or 
gal&, in our way, over which was thrown a bridge 
of reeds, that sprang up and down at every step, 
md could be trod with safety by the light foot of 
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(he Indians* alone. Deep in ifae hollow belovr 
rushed an impetuous stream, and a thousimd point- 
ed and jagged rocks threatened destmction on every 
side. 

Lincoln, my huntsman, and myself, passed over 
the chasm in safety ; but Wharton was still in the 
middle of the waving bridge, and endeavouring to 
steady himself, when both the tigers were seen to 
issue from the adjoining forest ; and the monaent 
they descried us, they boimded towards us with 
dreadful roarings. Meanwhile, Wharton had nearbf 
gained the safe side of the g^ulf, and we were all 
clambering up the rocky cliff except Lincoln, who 
remained at the reedy bridge to assist his friend 
to step upon firm ground. Wharton, though the 
ferocious animals were close upon him, never lort 
his courage or presence of mind. As soon as he 
had gained the edge of the cliff, he knelt down, and 
with his sword divided the fastenings by which the 
bridge was attached to the rock. 

He expected that an effectual barrier would thus 
be put to the farther progress of our pursuers ; but 
he was mistaken ; for he had scarcely accomplished 
his task, when the tigress, without a moment* s 
pause, rushed towards the chasm, and attempted to 
bound over it It was a fearful sight to see the 
mighty animal suspended, for a moment, in the air 
above the abyss ; but the scene passed like a flash ol 
lightning. Her strength was not equal to the dis- 
tance : dhe fell into the g^ulf, and, before she reached 
the bottom, she was torn into a thousand pieces by 
the jagged points of the rocks. Her fate did not 
in tile least dismay her companion ; he followed 
her with an immense spring, and reached the op- 
posite side, but only with his fore claws ; and thus 
he clung to the edge of the precipice, endeavour- 
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ingtogain a footing. The Indians again nttered 
a wild shriek, as if all hope had heen lost 

But Whaitqsiy who was nearest the edge of the 
rock, advanced courageously towards the tiger, and 
struck his sword into the animal's breasL Enraged 
beyond all measure, the wild beast collected all his 
strength, and, with a violent efS>rt, fixing one of his 
hind legs upon the edge of the cliff, he seized 
Wharton by the thigh. That heroic man still pre- 
served his fortitude ; he grasped the trunk of a tree 
with his left hand, while, with his right, he wrenched 
and violently turned the sword that was still in the 
breast of the tiger. All this was the work of an 
instant. The Indians, Frank, and myself, hastened 
to his assistance ; but Lincoln, who was already at 
his side, had seized Wharton's gun, which lay near 
upon the ground, and struck so powerful a blow 
with the butt end upon the head of the tiger, that 
the animal, stunned and overpowered, let go hi» 
hold, and fell back into the abyss. 

XDIKBUKO UTX&ABT JOUUTAL. 



HOLY FLOWERS. 

Wo 's me — how knowledge makes forlorn ; 
The forest and the field are shorn 
Of their old growth, the holy flowers ; — 
Or if they spring, they are not ours. 
In ancient days the peasant saw 
Them growing in the woodland shaw, 
And bending to his daily toil, . 
Beheld them deck the leafy soil; 
They sprang around his cottage door ; 
He saw them on the heathy moor ; 
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Within the forest's twilight glade, 
Where the wild-deer its covert made ; 
In the green vale remote and stiU, 
And gleaming on the ancient hill. 
The days are distant now, gone hj* 
With the old times of minstrelsy, 
When all unhlest vnih written lore, 
Were treasured up traditions hoar ; 
And each still lake and mountain lone 
Had a wild legend of its own ; 
And hall, and cot, and Talley-stream 
Were hallowed hy the minstrers dream. 
Then musing in the woodland nook» 
Each flower was as a written-hook, 
Recalling, hy memorial quaint, 
The holy deed of martyred saint ; 
The patient faith, which, unsubdued. 
Grew mightier through fire and blood. 
One blossom, 'mid its leafy shade 
The virgin's purity pourtrayed; 
And one with cup all crimson dyed, 
Spoke of a Saviour crucified : 
And rich the store of holy thought 
That little forest-flower brought. 
Doctrine and miracle, whate'er 
We draw from books was treasured there. 
Faith in the wild-wood's tangled bound 
A blessed heritage had found ; 
And Charity and Hope were seen 
In the lone isle and wild ravine. 
Then Pilgrims in the forest brown 
Slow wandering on from town to town, 
Halting 'mid mosses green and dank, 
Breathed each a prayer before they drank 
From waters by ihe pathway side. 
Then duly mom and even-tide, 
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Before tliose ancient crosses gray, ' 
Now mouldering silently^ away. 
Aged and young devoutly bent 
In simple prayer, how eloquent ! 
For each good gift man then possessed 
Demanded blessing and was blest. 

What though in our pride's selfish mood, 
We hold those times aa dark as rude. 
Yet give we, from our wealth of mind. 
Feeling more grateful or refined ? 
And yield we unto nature aught 
Of loAier, or of holier thought, 
Than they, who gave sublimest power 
To the small spring and simple flower 1 

XAttT HOWITT. 



HOW TO BECOME A NATURALIST. 

The only sure way to become naturalists, in the 
most pleasing sense of the term, is to observe the 
habits of the plants and animals that we see around 
us, not so much with a view of finding out what 
is uncommon, as of being well acquainted with 
that which is of every day occurrence. Nor is 
this a task of difficulty, or one of dull routine. 
£very change of elevation or exposure, is accom- 
panied by a variation both in plants and in ani- 
mals; and every season and week, nay almost 
every day, brings something new ; so that while 
the book of nature is more accessible* and mote 
easily read, than the books of the libraxy, it is, at 
the same time, more varied. In whatever place or 
at whatever time one may be disposed to take a 
walk, — in the most sublime scenes, or on the bleak- 
est wastes,— on arid downs, or by the margins of 
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riveni or lakes, — inland, or by the sea-shore, — in 
the wild or on the cnltiYated ground,-^«nd in all 
kinds of weather and all seasons of the year, — 
nature is open to our inquiry. The sky over us, 
the earth beneath our feet, the soenexy around, the 
animals tihat gambol in the open spaces, those that 
hide themselves in coverts, the birds that twitter 
on the wing, sing in the grove, ride upon the wave, 
or float along the le^y, with the fishes that tenant 
the waters, the insects that make the summer air 
alive, — all that God has made, is to us for know> 
ledge and pleasure, and usefiilness and health; 
and when we have studied and known the won- 
ders of his workmanship, we have made one im- 
portant step toward the adoration of His omnipo- 
tence, and obedience to His wilL akoit. 



THE HOBfES OF ENGLAND. 

The stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst their tall ancestral trees. 

O'er all the pleasant land. 
The deer across their greensward bound 

Through shade and sunny gleam, 
And the swan glides past them with a sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

The meny Homes of England ! 

Around their hearths by night, 
What gladsome looks of household love 

Meet, in the ruddy light ! 
There woman's voice flows forth in song. 

Or childhood's tale is told, 



Or lipB moye timefully along 
Some glorious imge of old. 

The blessed Homes of England ! 

How softly on their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness, 

That breathes from Sabbath-hours ! 
Solemn,- yet sweet, the church-bell*s chime 

Floats through their woods at mom ; 
All other sounds, in that still time, 

Of breeze and leaf are bom. 

The Cottage Homes of England! 

By thousands on her plains. 
They are smiling o'er the siWeiy brooks, 

And round the hamlet^fanes. 
Through glowing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves. 
And fearless there they lowly sleeyp, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hut and hall. 
May hearts of native proof be reared, 

To guard each hallowed wall ! 
And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod. 
Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its God ! 

MBS. BXXJlSB, 



THE CLEMENCY OP LUITPRAND. 

Thi Lombards, or " long beards," who fi>aght 
under Alboin, are thus described by Gibbon: — 
<< Tbdr heads were shaven behind, but the shaggy 
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locks hung over their eyes and moulh ; and a long 
beard lepreaented the name and character of the 
nation. Their dress comdsted of loose linen gar- 
mentSy after the fashion of the Anglo-Saxons, whjch 
were decorated, in their opinion, with broad stripes 
of various colours. The legs and feet were clothed 
in long hose and open sandals ; and even in the 
security of peace, a trusty sword was g^rl; to their 
side. Yet this strange apparel and horrid aspect 
often concealed a gentle and generous disposition ; 
and as soon as the itLge of battle had subnded, the 
captives and subjects were sometimes surprised by 
the humanity of the victor." 

The Lombards so rapidly improved in eiviliza^ 
tion, that two or three hundred years after the 
establishment of their kingdom, thpy viewed with 
surprise and dislike the savage portraits of their 
fore&thers. They had become less addicted to 
war, and fonder of the gentler pursuits of hunting 
and falconry. The Italians could not at first su^ 
ficiently express their astonishment at beholding 
hawks trained to obey the voice of a master, and 
bring down his prey at the word of conmiand. 

Twenty-one Lombard kings successively mounted 
the throne. Their reigns are distinguished by few 
events of interest, and the Lombard power gradually 
decayed till it was finally extinguished by Charle- 
magne. Of Luitprand, the seventeenth king of 
Lombaidy, the following interesting anecdote is 
related. 

Information was brought to him that two of hu 
courtiers, in whom he reposed particular confidence, 
had conspired against his life. As the proofis of 
their guilty design were too strong to admit of 
doubt, he resolved to speak to them openly on tho 
subject, and summoned them into his presence. 
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On their appearing before him, he asked them, 
with some gravity, whether they had not always 
found him a kind fiiend. They answered that t£ey 
had. He then inquired of them whether he had 
not always consulted them on all occasions, and 
confided to them his most secret thoughts and in- 
tentions. They replied in the affirmative. "Then," 
demanded Luitprand, mildly, " how comes it that 
you could find it in your hearts to conspire against 
the life of so kind a fiiend ? What advantage 
could yon hope to enjoy, if purchased with my 
death 1 Should you be likely to find as gentle a 
master in my successor ? Were you so blind as to 
imagine that you would be permitted to share a 
throne rendered vacant by so perfidious an act ? 
Even should you have obtained it, methinks its 
possession woidd have been imbittered by the me- 
mory of your treachery, and your constant sus- 
picions and jealousy of each other. You now per- 
ceive that the most secret thoughts of your bosoms 
have been as open to my eyes, as mine ever have 
been to yours. How can you answer for your- 
selves V* The guilty courtiers, filled with the most 
lively terror at this appeal, were unable to conceal 
their dismay, and fell, pale and trembling, at their 
master's feet ** Risis, my friends," said Luitprand, 
with gentleness, "I am convinced that whatever 
your past intentions may have been, you will 
henceforth be my most zealous and faithfiil ser- 
vants. I restore you to my full affection and con- 
fidence, and trust I shall never find occasion to say 
that it has been misplaced." 

The monarch's clemency filled the two courtiers 
with contrition, and their after conduct gave him 
no reason to repent its exercise. VAS'iriHe, 
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THE TORCH OP LIBERTY. 

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass — 
Herself, the fair, die wild magician. 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass 
And named each gliding apparition. 

Twas like a torch raoe-—flUch as they 

Of Ghreeoe performed, in ages gone. 
When the fleet youths, in long array, 

Passed the bright torch triumphant on. 
I saw the expectant nations stand, 

To catch tiie coming flame in turn — 
I saw, fiY>m ready hand to hand. 

The clear, but struggling glory bum. 

And, oh, their joy, as it came near, 
'Twas, in itself a joy to see — 

While Fancy whispered in my ear, 
* That torch they pass is Liberty !' 

And each, as she received the flame. 
Lighted her altar with its ray ; 

Then, smiling, to the next who came. 
Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albion first, whose ancient shrine 
Was furnished with £he fire already, 

Columbia caught the .spark divine, 
And lit a flame like Albion's, steady. 

The splendid gift then Gallia took. 
And, like a wild Bacchante, rai^g 

The brand aloft, its sparkles shook, 
As she would set the world a-blazing! 

And, when she fired her altar, high 
It flashed into the reddening air. 

So fierce, that Albion, who stood nigh, 
Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare ! 



THE PRBMIUX. S9 

Next, Spain, so new was light to her, 

Leaped at the torch — ^but, ere the spark 
She flung upon her shrine could sdr, 

'T was quenched — and all agam was dark. 

Yet, no— not quenched — a treasure worth — 

So much to mortals, rarely dies — 
Again her living light looked forth, 

And shone, a beacon, in all eyes ! 

Who next received the flame 1 alas ! 

Unworthy Naples. — Shame of shames 
That ever through such hands should pass 

That brightest of all earthly flames ! 

Scarcci had her fingers touched the torch. 

When flighted by the sparks it shed. 
Nor waiting e'en to feel the scorch, 

She dropped it to the earth — and fled. 

And fallen it might have long remained ; 

But Greece who saw her moment now. 
Caught up the prize, though prostrate stained. 

And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

And Fancy bade me mark where, o'er ^ 

Her altar, as its flame ascended, ^^' j 

Fair laureled spirits seemed to soar, fm . 
Who thus in song their voice9 blended : — -j| 

' Shine, shine forever, glorious flame, j^& V 

Bivinest gift of Gods, to men ! 1 

From Greece thy earliest splendour came, ' 
To Greece thy ray returns again. 

* Take, Freedom, take thy radiant round ; 

When dimmed, revive, when lost return. 
Till not a shrine through earth be found. 

On which thy glories shall not bum !' 

T. MOOJIK. 
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AN EN6USH SPRING MORNING. 

Thebx are frequently mornings in March, when 
a lover of nature may enjoy, in a stroll, sensatioiu 
not to be exceeded, or perhaps equalled by anything 
which the full glory of sunmier can -awakon : — 
mornings which tempt us to cast the memory of 
winter, or the fear of its return, out of our thoughts. 
The air is mild and balmy, with now and then, a 
cool gush by no means unpleasant, but on the con- 
trary, contributing towards that cheering and pecur 
liar feeling which we experience only in spring. 
The sky is clear ; the sun flings abrcMSid not only 
a gladdening splendour, but an almost summer glow. 
The world seems suddenly aroused to hope and 
enjoyment The fields are assuming a vranal 
greenness — ^the buds are swelling in the hedges — 
the banks are displaying aknidst &ie brown remains 
of last year's vegetation, the luxuriant weeds of 
this. There are arums, ground-ivy, chervil, the 
glaucos leaves, and burnished flowers of the pile- 
wort, 

The first rilt thing 
That wears the trembling pearls of spring ; 

and many other fresh and early bursts of greeneiy. 
All unexpectedly, too, in some embowered lane, 
you are arrested by the delicious odour of violets, 
those sweetest of Flora's children, which have fur- 
nished so many pretty allusions to the poets, and 
which are not yet exhausted : they are like true 
friends, we do not know half iheir sweetness till they 
have felt the sunshine of our kindness : and again, 
they are like the pleasures of our childhood, the 
earliest and the most beautifuL Now, however, they 
are to be seen in all their glory— «blue and white— 
modestly peering through their thick, clustering 
leaves. The lark is carolling in the blue fields 
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of air ; the blackbird and thraah are again OkouU 
mg and replying to each other, from the tops of the 
highest trees. As you poss cottages, they have 
caught the happy infection: there are wmdows 
thrown open, and doors standing ajar. The inhap 
bitants are in their gardens, some clearing away 
rubbish, some tummg up the light and fresh-smell- 
ing soil amongst the tufts of snow-drops and rowa 
of bright yellow crocuses, which every where 
abound ; and the children, ten to one, are peeping 
into the^ first birdVnest of the season— the hedge- 
sparrow's, with its four sea-green eggs snugly but 
unwisely built m the pile of old pea-rods. 

In the fields labourers are plashing and trimming 
the hedges, and in all directions are teams at plough. 
You smell the wholesome, and, I may truly say^ 
aromatic soil, as it is turned up to the sun, brown and 
rich, the whole country over. Jt is delightful, as you 
pass along deep hollow lanes, or oie hidden in copses, 
to hear the tinkling gears of the horses, and the 
clear voices of the lads calling to them. It is not 
less pleasant to catch the busy caw of the rookery, 
and the first meek cry of the young lambs. The 
hares are hopping about the fields, the excitement 
of the season overcoming their habitual timidity. 
The bees are revelling in the yellow catkins of the 
sallow. The harmless English snake is seen again 
curled up, like a coil of rope, with its head in the 
centre, on sunny, green banks. The woods, though 
yet unadorned with their leafy garniture, are beau- 
tiful to look on;— they seem flushed with life. 
Their boughs are of a clear and glossy lead colour, 
and the treetops are rich with the vigorous hues of 
brown, red, and purple; and, if you plunge into 
their solitudes, there are symptoms of revivification 
under your feet— Uie springing mercuxy and green 
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Uade0 of the blae-bells — and perhaps above yoQ, 
the early nest of the missel-thrush, perched between 
the boughs of a young oak, to tinge your thoughts 
with the anticipation of summer. These are moni- 
ings not to be neglected by the lover of nature, and 
if not neglected, then not forgotten : for they will 
stir the sprii^ of memory, and make us live over 
again, times and seasons ihat we cannot, for the 
pleasure and purity of our spirits, live over too mucL 

HO WITT. 



AUTUMN. 

Ob ! there's a beauty in the dying year! 
'T is sweet, at quiet eventide, to gaze 
Upon the &ding hills, when the dim haze 

Hangs like a pall above old Autumn's bier. 

These ancient woods ! how beautiful in death ! 
For, see, the vivid green hath left the lea^ 
And brighter hues are there ; yet they are brie^ — 

Their pomp will vanish at the cold wind's breath. 

There is a breeze amid the leaves ! it swells. 
Far in the solemn wood-paths, like the peals 
Of music o'er the Waters. Hark ! it steals, 

Sweet, as the distant sound of evening bells. 

It is the voice of Autumn ! — the low dirge 
Sung mournfully within its ruined halls. 
It stirs the &llen leaves, and sadly &Ils 

On the hushed air, Uke wluspers from the surge. 

The summer4>irds have sought a sunnier shore ; — 
They lingered till the cold, cold wind went in 
And withered their green homes, — their merry din 

Is mingliiig with the rivulet's song no more. 
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Rich flowers havo perished on the silent earth 
Blossoms of valley and of wood, that gave 
A fragrance to the wind, have found a grave 

Upon the scentless tuif that gave theni birth. 

Pale, faded year ! thy dying hour hath come f 
Oh ! there are crowds, that with a joyous brow 
Welcomed thy birth, whose mirthful voices now 

Are hushed in ti^e long silence of the tomb ! 

▲irOBT. 



THE FALL OF THE LEAF. 

Thxbs is no vice that causes more ralnm^ti^tff fn 
kmnan life, thanjthe intemperate passion for gam- 
bling. How many noble and ingenuous persons it 
hath reduced from wealth unto poverty ; nay, from 
honesty to dishonour, and by still descending steps, 
into the gulf of perdition. . And yet how prevalent 
it is in all capital cities, where many of our chiefest 
merchants, and courtiers especially, are mere pitiful 
slaves of fortune, toiling like so many abject turn- 
spits in her ignoble wheeL Such a man is worse 
off than a poor borrower, for he is at the moment- 
ary call of imperative chance ; or rather he is more 
wretched than a very beggar, being mocked with 
an appearance of wealth, but as deceitful as if it 
turned, like the monies in the old Arabian story, 
into decaying leaves. 

In our parent city of Rome, to aggravate her mo- 
dem disgraces, this pestilent vice has lately fixed 
her abode, and has inflicted many deep wounds on 
the fame and fortune of her proudest famiUes. A 
number of noble youths have been sucked into the 
ruinous vortex, some of them being degraded at last 
into humble retainers upon rich men, but the most 

C 
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put perishing by an mmatanl catastrophe ; and if 
the same fate did not be&ll the young Marqnis de 
Malaspini, it was only by &voar of a circumstance 
which is not likely to happen a second time for any 
gamester. 

This gentleman came into a handsome revenue 
at the death of his parents, whereupon, to dissipate 
his regrets, he travelled abroad, and his gracSefiil 
manners procured him a distinguished reception at 
several courts. After two years spent in tids man- 
ner, he returned to Rome, where he had a magnifi- 
cent palace on the banks of the Tiber, and which 
he further enriched with some valuable paintings 
and sculptures from abroad. His taste in these 
works was much admired; and his friends re- 
marked with still greater satisfiebction, that he was 
untainted by the courtly vices which he must have 
witnessed in his travels. It only remained to com- 
plete their wishes, that he should form a matrimo- 
nial alliance that should be worthy of himself, and 
he seemed likely to fulfil this hope in attaching 
himself to the beautiful Countess of Maraviglia. 
8he was herself the heiress of an ancient and ho- 
nourable house ; so that the matdi was regarded with 
satisfiustion by the relations on both sides, and espe- 
cially as the young pair were most tenderiy in love 
with each other. 

For certain reasons, however, the nuptials were 
deferred for a time, thus affording leisure for the 
crafly machinations of the devil, who delights, above 
all things, to cross a virtuous and happy marriage. 
Accordingly, he did not fail to make use of this ju- 
dicious opportunity, but chose for his instrument ihe 
lady's own brother, a very profligate, and a game- 
ster, who soon fastened, Uke on evil genius, on the 
unlucky MalaspinL 
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U was a dismal shock to the lady, when flhe 
learned the natare of thisconnexion, which Malas- 
pini himself discoTeied to her, by incautiously drop* 
ping a die from his pocket in her presence. She 
immediately endeavoured, with all her influence, to 
reclaim him from the dreadful passion for play, 
which had now crept over him like a moral cancer^ 
and already disputed the sovereignty of love ; nei- 
ther was it without some dreadfiil struggles of re- 
morse on his own part, and some useless victories, 
that he at last gave himself to such desperate habits^ 
bat the power of his Mephistophiles prevailed, and 
the visits ofMalaspini to the lady of his afifectionB, 
became still less frequent ; he repairing instead to 
flioiBe nightly resorts, where the greater portion of 
hia estates was already forfeited. 

At lengthy when the lady had not seen him £>r 
some days, and in the very last week before that 
which had been appointed for her marriage, she re- 
ceived a desperate letter from Malaspini, declaring 
that he was a ruined man, in fortune and hope ; 
Imd that at the cost of his life, even, he must re- 
nounce her hand for ever. He added, that if his 
pride would let him even propose himself, a beggar 
as he was, for her acceptance, he should yet despair 
too much of her pardon to make such an oSer ; 
whereas, if he could have read the heart of the 
unhappy lady, he would have seen that she still 
preferred the beggar Malaspini, to the richest no- 
bleman in the popedom. With abundance of tears 
and sighs perusing hb letter, her first impulse was 
to assure him of that loving truth ; and to offer her- 
self with her estates to him, in compensation of 
the spites of fortune; but the wretched Malaspi- 
ni had withdrawn hhnself no one knew whither, 
and she was constrained to content herself with 
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grieving over his misfoTtanes, and puTchasing sadi 
parts of his property as -were exposed to sale by 
his plunderers. And now it became apparent 
what a villanous part his betrayer had taken ; fox 
having thus stripped the unfortunate gentleman, he 
now aimed to rob him of his life also, that his 
treacheries might remain undiscovered. To this 
end he feigned a most vehement indignation at Ma- 
laspini's neglect, and bad faith, as he termed it, to- 
wards his sister ; protesting that it was an insult to 
be only washed out with his blood; and with these 
expressions he sought to kill him at any advantage. 
And no doubt he would have become a murderer, 
as well as a dishonest gamester, if Malaspini's shame 
and anguish, had not drawn him out of the ws^; 
for he had hired a mean lodging in the suburbs, 
from which he never issued but at dusk, and then 
only to wander in the most unfrequented places. 

It was now in the wane of Autumn, when some of 
the days are fine, and gorgeously decorated at mom 
and eve by the rich sun's embroideries; but others 
are dewy and dull, with cold nipping winds, inspix^ 
ing conifortless fancies and thoughts of melancholy 
in every bosom. In such a dreary hour, Malaqiini 
happened to walk abroad, and avoiding his own 
squandered estates, which it vras not easy to do by 
reason of thMr extent, he wandered into a bye-place 
in the neighbourhood. The place was veiy lonely 
and desolate, and without any near habitatton ; its 
main feature especially being a large tree, now 
stripped bare of its vernal honours, excepting one 
dry, yellow leaf, which was shaking on a topmost 
bough to the cold evening vrind, and threatening at 
eveiy moment to fall to the damp, dewy earth. Mar 
laspini stopped some time in contemplation, oom- 
menting to himself the desolate tree, and drawing 
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many iqA oompaiisQiui between its nakedneae and 
his own beggarly condition. 

" Alas ! poor bankrupt," says he, "thou hast been 
plucked too, Uke^ me ; but yet not so basely. Thou 
hast but showered thy green leaves on the grateful 
.earth, which in another season will repay thee with 
sap and sustenance ; but those whom I have fattened 
vnH not as much as lend again to my living. Thou 
vrilt thus regain aU thy green summer wealth, which 
J shall never do ; and besides, thou art still better 
off than I am, with that one golden leaf ^ to cheer 
ihee, whereas, I have been stripped even of my last 
ducat !" 

With these and many more similar fancies he 
continued to aggrieve himself, till at last, being 
more sad than usual, his thoughts tended unto 
death, and he resolved, still watching that yellow 
lea^ to take its flight, as the signal for his own de- 
parture. 

« Chance," said he, ** hath been my temporal 
ruin^ and so let it now determine for me, in jny 
last cast between life and death, which is all that 
its malice hath left me." 

Thus, in his extremity he still risked somewhat 
upon fortune; and very shortly the leaf being torn 
away by a sudden blast, it made two or three flut- 
teiings to and frp, and at last settled on the earth, 
at about a hundred paces from the tree. Malaspini 
interpreted this as an omen that he ought to die ; 
and following the leaf till it alighted, he fell to work 
on the same spot vdth his sword, intending to scoop 
himself a sort of rude hollow for a grave. He found 
a strange gloomy pleasure in this fanciful design, 
that jnade him labour very earnestly : and the soil 
besides being loose and sandy, he luid soon cleared 
away about a foot below the surface. The earth 
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then became Buddenly more obidnate, md tryiag it 
here and there with his sword, it stmck s^iaiiist 
some very hard substance ; whereupon, digging a 
little furdier down, he discoyeied a conaiderabfe 
treasure. 

There were coins of various nations, but all gold- 
en, in this petty mine ; and in such quantity as made 
Malaspini doubt, for a moment, if it were not the 
mere mintage of his fancy. Assuring himself how- 
ever, that it was no dream, he gave many thanks 
to God for this timely providence ; notwithstanding, 
he hesitated for a moment, to deliberate whether it 
was honest to avail himself of the money ; but be- 
lieving, as was most probable, that it was the jrfun- 
der of some banditti, he was reconciled to the ap- 
propriation of it to his own necessities. 

Loading himself, therefore, with as much gold as he 
could conveniently carry,'he hastened with it to his 
humble quarters ; and by making two or three more 
trips in the course of the night, he made himself 
master of the whole treasure. It was sufficient, on 
being reckoned, to maintain him in comfort for the 
rest of his life ; but not being able to enjoy it in 
the scene of his humiliations, he resolved to reside 
abroad; and embarking in an English vessel at 
Naples, he was carried over safely to London. ' > 

It is held a deep disgrace amongst our Italian 
nobility, for a gentleman to meddle with either trade 
or commerce ; and yet, as we behold, they will con- 
descend to retail their own produce, and wine espe- 
cially, — ^yea, many, and with an empty barrel, like 
any vintner's sign, hung out at their stately palaces. 
Malaspini perhaps disdained from the first these il- 
liberal prejudices ; or^flse he was taught to renomice 
them, by the example of the London merdiaDfts, 
whom he saw in that great mart of the world, en- 



grossing the uniTersal seas, and enjoying the power 
and importance of princes, merely from the fruits 
» of their traffic At any rate, he embarked what mo- 
ney he possessed in various mercantUe adventures, 
which ended so profitably, that in three yean he 
had regained almost as lurge a fortune as he had 
formerly inherited. He then speedily retuined to 
his native country, and redeeming his patemal es- 
tates, he was soon in a worthy condition to pres^it 
himself to his beloved countess, who was still single, 
and cherished him with all a woman's devotedness 
in her constant affection. They were, therefore, be- 
fore long united, to the contentment of all Rome; 
her wicked relation having been slain some time 
before, in a brawl with his associates. 

As for the fortunate wind-fall, which had so be- 
friended him, Malaspini founded IviCh it a nol^Ie 
hospital for orphans ; and for this reason, that it 
belonged formerly to some fatherless children, from 
whom it had been withheld by their unnatural 
guardian. This wicked man it was who had buried 
the money in the sand : but when he found that his 
treasure was stolen, he went and hanged himself on 
the very tree that had caused its discovery. 

HOOD. 



ODE. 

O melancholy moon. 
Queen of the midnight, though thou palest away 

Far in the dusky west to vanish soon 
Under the hills that catch thy waning ray. 
Still art thou beautiful beyond all spheres, 
The friend of grie^ and confidant of tears. 
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Mine earliest friend wert thou : 
My boyhood's passion was to stretch me under 
The locust tree, and, through the checkered 
bovgh, 
Wfttch thy far palhway in the clouds, and won- 
der 
At thy strange loveliness, and wish to-be 
The nearest star, to roam the heavens with thee. 

Youth grew ; but as it came. 
And sadness ^th it, still, with joy, I stole 
To gaze, and dream, and breathe perchance 
the name 
That was the early music of my soul, — 
And seem'd upon thy pictured disk to trace 
Remembered features of a radiant fiekce. 

And manhood, though it bring 
A winter to my bosom, cannot turn 

Mine eyes from' thy lone loveliness; still spring 
My tears to meet thee, and the spirit stem 
Falters, in secret, with the ancient thrill — 
The boyish yearning to be with thee still. 

Would it were so ; for earth 
Grows shadowy, and her fairest planets frdi ; 
And her sweet chimes, that once were woke to 
mirth. 
Turn to a moody melody of wail 
And through her stony throngs I go alone. 
Even with the heart I cannot turn to stone. 

Would it were so; for still 
Thou art mine only counsellor, with whom 

Mine eyes can have no bitter shame to fill. 
Nor my weak lips to murmur at the doom 
Of solitude, which is so sad and sore. 
Weighing like lead upon my bosom's core. 
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A boyish thought, and weak :— 
flihall look up to thee from the deep sea, 
And in the land of palms, and on the peak 
Of her wild hills, still turn mine ey#i to thee ; 
And then perhaps tie down in solemn rest, 
With naught but thy pole beams upon my breast 

Let it be so indeed — 
Earth hath her peace beneath the trampled stone': 
And let me perish where no heart shall bleed, 
And naught, save passing winds, shall make my 
moan; 
No tears, save night's, to wash my humble shrine. 
And watching o'er me, no pale face but thine. 

DR. BIBD. 



THE PLEASURES OP BOTANY. 

CosrsiDEBiKo the beauty and the usefulness of 
trees and other vegetables, it is, at first sight, rather 
angular that so Uttle should be known about their 
physiology. One cause is, no doubt, the difficulty 
of the subject itself; and another is the dispositi<m 
that we have to localize the principle of life, by ac- 
counting some parts vital and others not. There 
are great differences of plants ; but in the active 
parts they are vital all over, and admit of much 
more division without the loss of vitality, than even 
those animals that have the least resemblance to 
man. Thus we have far more command over them, 
and can turn their energies more to our wish. We 
can make them produce leaves, or wood, or fruit, 
or seeds, according as we consider these to be useful 
or ornamental. We can regulate their place, and 
form, and magnitude ; we can so fiir blend their 
colours and qualities ; and it is in their changes and 
varieties that we find the grand characteristica of 
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the year. The iongs of the birds, the sporting of 
the quadrupeds, and all the other phenomeiia of 
animated nature, have their attractions; bat tbo 
vegetable tRbes form the grand kalendar of nature. 
The green sward with its spottings of early flowers, 
the orchard with its mantle of soft pink and viinin 
white, the wood, the coppice, and the hedge, ail 
coming into leaf; these are the charms of the spiing, 
^the greenness, the vemality, is the veiy liveiy 
of life, the colour which always pleases and never 
&tigues the eye. Among the, animals, too, we 
meet with what we consider as instances of cruelty; 
one race preys upon another, and many are canni- 
bals ; but we meet with nothing of the kind among 
plants. The earth and the air, the rain and the 
dew, are all that they require : and they yield up 
a portion of their substance every year for the fer- 
tilizii^f of the soil, at the same time that they feed 
the whole of animated nature, directly, or through 
the medium of some other part of itsel£ 

As subjects for study, we have nothing equal to 
them. The animals, when in a state of nature, flee 
at our approach ; we see them only by snatches, 
and therefore, have not the means of getting a con- 
tinuous history of them. But the plant stands still, 
and we can examine it ; can watch it from the mo- 
ment that it is a seed, till its energy be exhausted 
in the productions of millions ; and though the man- 
ner in which it performs its functions has hitherto 
defied our philosophy, we have still enough to oc- 
cupy our attention, and excite our admiration. One 
of the most valuable properties of vegetables is their 
inflammability ; and to man, in a savage state, they 
are at once the fuel and the fire; furnish him witik 
that which is his peculiar characteristic, and pro- 
tect him firom the inclemency of the weather, and 
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th^ niglit-attacks of those aniinals for which, in 
strengtib and swiftness, he is no match. He col- 
lects a bundle of sticks, rubs one against another till 
it be ignited, the whole are soon in a blhze, and the 
resnlt is both light and safely. Then the wonder- 
ful durability of some of the species. We read of 
beams that are undecayed, though they have been 
in the service of man for more than a thousand 
years ; and the great chestnut tree at Tamworth, in 
Staffordshire, is reported to have stood from the 
year 800, to the year 1762, and to have produced 
perfect fruit in 1759, — a duration, compared to 
which, that of any animal is but as a span. 

Vegetables have this further advantage, that they 
are found eyerywhere^ and at all seasons; and 
therefore, those who study them may have constant 
mental occupation ; nor is there any one capable of 
observing at all, that may not, by that study, add 
something to the common stock of knowledge. To 
what an extent that may be done, can be so &r un- 
derstood when it is borne in mind, that the cultiva- 
tion of vegetables reaches beyond the record even 
of the ancient nations, and that the invention is 
always attributed to the gods ; but yet while there 
is this remote antiquity, the field for study roust be 
more wide and productive than in any other portion 
of human knowledge, inasmuch as the study and 
culture of plants have received more improvement 
in veiy recent times than any other branch of hu- 
man occupation ; and that within the last fifty 
years, more has been added to our knowledge of 
plants than to any other branch of our knowledge. 

There is this farther advantage, that the love of 
plants calls us into the fields, leads us to the place 
where eveiy one may study ; and then when we 
have wearied ourselves with the scene, we can turn 
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to the iidiabitaiita ; when we have made < mwdw 
masters of all that can be known aboat the tree— 
its histoiy, its age, its uses, we are still aUe, nay 
better prepared, for knowing what are the living 
things to which it gives food and shelter ; and theze 
is not a plant which does not affi>rd this vaiietj of 
nutrition ; the flower has its industrious bees^ and 
its fluttering butterflies ; the bud its canker wonn; 
die root its grub ; aphides load the twigs, and pith 
ducing their singular races, race after race, all fe* 
males, till the close of the season, absolutelj cover 
the tender extremities of the twigs, glaze the leaves 
over with their honey dew, and by the rapidity of 
their increase, defy the host of spoilers to which 
they are exposed, and without which, small as they 
are, they would destroy the whole vegetation of 
the year ; even the solitary bush has its bird, and 
the poor solitary in the remote village, finds com* 
panionship in nature. asobt. 



WHAT 'S HALLOWED GROUND. 

What 's hallowed ground 1 Hath earth a clod 
Its Maker meant not should be trod 
By man, the image of his God, 

Erect and free, 
Unscourged by Superstition's rod 

To bow the knee 1 

That's hallowed ground — ^where, mourned and 



The lips repose our love has kissed ; — 

But where 's their memory's mansion ? Is 't 

Yon churchyard's bowers ? 
No I in ourselves their souls exist, 

A part of ours. 



A kifls can consecrate the ground 
'Where mated hearts are mutual bound : 
The spot where love's first links were wound> 

That ne*er are riven, 
Ls hMlowed, down to earth's profound. 

And up to heaven ! 

For time makes all but true love old ; 
The burning thoughts that then were told 
Run molten still in memory's mould. 

And will not cool 
Until the heart itself be cold 

In Lethe's pooL 

What hallows ground where heroes sleep 1 
»T is not the sculptured piles you heap : 
In dews that heavens far distant weep 

Their turf may bloom ; 
Or Genii twine beneath the deep 

Their coral tomb. 

But strew his ashes to the wind, 

Whose sword or voice has saved mankind — 

And is he dead, whose glorious mind 

Lifts thine on high 1 
To live in hearts we leave behind, 

Is not to die. 

Is H death to fall for Freedom's right 1 
He 's dead alone that lacks her light! 
And murder sullies, in Heaven's sight. 

The sword he draws : — 
What can alone ennoble fight 1 

A noble cause ! 

Give that : and welcome War to brace 
Her drums! and rend heaven's redung space 
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The ccdoura planted face to &oe^ 

The charging cheer. 

Though Death's pale hoiee lead on the chase^ 
ShaU BtUl be dear. 

And place our trophies where men kneel 
To Heaven ! — ^But Heaven rebukes my zeal: 
The cause of truth and human weal, 

O God above ! 
Transfer it from the sword's appeal 

To peace and love ! 

Peace, Love — the cherubim that join 
Their spread wings o'er Devotion's shrine- 
Prayers sound in vain, and temples shine. 

When they are not ; 
The heart alone can make divine 

Religion's spot 

To incantations dost thou trust. 
And pompous rites in domes august ! 
See mouldering stones and metal's rust 

Belie the vaunt, 
That men can bless one pile of dust 

With chime or chant 

The ticking wood-worm mock4 thee, man ! 
Thy temples— creeds themselves grow wan ; 
But there 's a dome of nobler span, 

A temple given 
Thy faith, that bigots dare not ban — 

Its space is heaven ! 

Its roof star-pictured, Nature's ceiling, 
Where trancing the rapt spirit's feeling. 
And Grod himself to man revealing, 

The harmonious spheres 
Make miudc, though unheard their pealing 

By mortal ears. 



THE PBSMtUK. 47 

Fair Stan I ai« not your beings pure 1 

Can sin, can death, your worlds obscure 1 ' 

Else whj so BweU the thoughts at your 

Aspect above 1 
Ye must be heavens that make us sure 

Of heavenly love! 

And in your harmony sublime 
I read the doom of distant time ; 
That man's regenerate soul from crime 

Shall yet be drawn, 
ALnd reason on his mortal clime 

Immortal dawn. 

What 'b hallowed ground 1 'Tis what gites Witif 
To sacred thoughts in souls of worth \ '^^^ 
Peace .' Independence ! Truth I go forth 

Earth's compass round ; 
And your high-priesthood shall make earth' 

All hallowed ground ! 

. CAHFBELL. 



THE VENETIAN BRIDALS. 

Yeitice, like the &bled goddess oT beauty, had 
sprung from the sea ; and from being at first a mere 
assemblage of fishermen's huts, at last appeared 
more like one of the sparkling and fantastic fabrics 
which we read of in books of chivalry as created by 
the waving of a magician's wand, than a real sub- 
stantial dwelling for ordinaiy inhabitants. If the 
eye was gratified by the various styles of ardiitecture 
--4he many-storied houses, with their gay awnings 
and verandahs— the marble churches, bridges, and 
palaces — ^the ear was no less surprised to miss the 
usual noises of a {pteeA city. No streets echoed with 
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tbe sound of rolling chariot or trampling horae-^no 
trees afforded shelter to singing-birds and shade to 
the foot-passenger. For the noise of wheels and 
hoo& was exchanged the plashing of oars and the 
song of gondoliers. The only horses which the 
Venetians could boast were those moulded in farasB 
by the £unous Lysippus : the only place of general 
resort where they could take exercise was the Place 
of St Mark, sought alike by those in pursuit of 
business or pleasure. 

The first duke or doge of Venice was Paolo 
Anafeste, elected in the year 697 ; a man sing^ulaily 
esteemed by his fellow-citizens for his public and 
private virtues. The second doge likewise governed 
with moderation and abili^ ; but his successor was 
ambitious to increase his own power at the expense 
of the liberties of the republic : his schemes were 
discovered, and the enraged dtizens put him to 
death. 

From this time the Venetian history for a long 
period presents nothing but a scene of confusioD 
and bloodshed; the doges oppressing the people, 
the people murdering or banishing their doges. 
The Venetians were alternately engaged in civil 
commotions or naval wars. Nev^tlieless, their 
trade was flourishing, and their city and population 
rapidly increasing. 

It was an old established custom for the nobility 
and principal citizens of Venice to celebrate their 
marriages on the same day of the year ; viz. that 
preceding the day of Purification. On this occa- 
sion they united to give the solemnity all the splen- 
dour and magnificence in their power. The canals 
were crowded with gondolas conveying fiiends 
of the bridefolks richly apparelled, and laidon with 
presents, firom all parts of the city. Th^-balcojiies 
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were filled with spectators. Every one endeavour- 
ed to increase the general appearance of gayety by 
the elegance and costliness of his dress. Armour, 
or ofienedve weapons of any kind, would have • 
been considered an insult: &ey were laid aside 
for gowns and mantles of the finest silk and velvet, 
embroidered with gold and silver. Strains of lively 
music resounded on all sides, mingled with the 
joyful ringing of bells; and rich carpets and 
tapestries depending fipom the windows heightened 
the brilliancy of the scene. Every face shone with 
smiles; every heart beat with pleasurable expec- 
tation. 

Such was the spectacle that presented itself on 
the Venetian bridal day in the reign of doge Can- 
diano the Third. All the inhabitants were engaged 
either in the wedding procession, or as spectators. 
The brides, glittering with ornaments, embarked, 
to the sound of soft music, in the stately vessels 
-which were to convey them to church ; their rela- 
tions and friends followed, carrying the bridal gills 
exposed to public view, while the air resounded 
-with shouts and acclamations. Unfortunately for 
the bridal train, the shores of the Adriatic sea were 
in those days much infested by the pirates of Istria, 
i^ho often descended on the coast, and carried off 
every thing of value that they could find. Hearing 
great news of the approaching marriage-day, it had 
struck the corsairs ^at it would be an admirable 
opportunity to £aJl upon Venice, and while the citi- 
zens were all unarmed and unprepared, to seize 
upon the jewels which were borne in the proces- 
sion, and carry off the brides, for whom they might 
expect to obtain an immense ransom. 

Accordingly, they sailed over-night to a small 
uninhabited island near Venice, and there lay con- 

D 



50 THX niBXimr. 

cealed till the procession had landed at the chmcb 
of Otivolo ; when suddenly darting from their am- 
bush, they tore the shrieking brides finom their 
lovers, seoed on the rich presents, and put to sea 
with their captives and booty ere- the bewildered 
Venetians coidd persuade themselves that the whole 
was not a dream. 

The enraged lovers and fathers had no sooner 
c<^ected their scattered senses than they flew to 
the doge, who had been an amazed spectator of the 
whole transaction, and with frantic energy besought 
him to allow them to pursue the corsairs. Candiano 
not only gave his immediate consent, but prepared 
to put himself at their head. Then there was 
'' arming in hot haste," — smothers and wives carry- 
ing weapons to and fro, and with tears urging thrar 
sons and husbands to the pursuit Little time was 
necessary for their equipment, when all were ani- 
mated by one common purpose: they threw them- 
selves into their vessels, crowded sail, and overtoc^ 
the pirates in the lagunes of Caorlo. A dreadful 
contest ensued between those who were fighting 
for all that was to them most valuable in life, and 
opponents who could expect no mercy. The pirates 
were completely defeated, and the victorious Vene- 
tians returned in triumph with their brides. Such 
a wedding-day was not likely to be ever forgotten 
by those who had been concerned in it ; and it 
made so deep an impression on the minds of the 
Venetian ladies, that from that time forth they 
celebrated its anniversary by a solemn processioQ 
to the church of Olivolo. icAinrzNe. 



SONNET. 

Atx, diou art welcome — heaven's delicious breath ! 
When woods begin to wear the crimsoa leaf, 
And sans grow meek, and the med( suns grow 
brief, 

And the year smiles as it draws near its death. 

Wind of the sunny South ! — Oh, long delay 
In the gay woods and in the golden air,— 
Like to a good old age, released £K>m care. 

Journeying, in long serenity, away. 

In sqch a bright late quiet, would that I 

Might wear out life, like thee, 'mid bowers and 

brooks. 
And, dearer yet, the sunshine of kind looks, 

And music of kind voices ever nigh ; 

And when my last sand twinkled in the glass, • 

Pass silently from men, as thou dost pass. 

▲iroir. 



MOUNTAINS. 

Thssx is a charm connected with mountains so 
powerful, that the merest mention of them, the me- 
rest sketch of their magnificent features kindles the 
iraagination, and carries the spirit at once into the 
boBom of their enchanted regions. How the mind 
is filled with their vast soHtude \ how the inward 
eye is fixed on their silent, their sublime, their 
everlasting peaks ! How our heart bounds to the 
muae of &eir solitary cries — to the tinkle of their 
guriiing rills, to the sound of their cataracts. How 
inspiriting are the odours that breathe from the up- 
laond tui^ torn the rock-hung flower, from the hoary 
end solemn pine ; how beautiful are those lights 



63 TBS FBXKIUK« 

and shadows thrown abroad, and that fine, transpa* 
rent haze which is diffused over the vall^s and 
lower slopes, as over a vast, inimitable picture. 

At thi» season of the year the ascents of our own 
mountains are become most practicable. The heat 
of summer has dried up the moisture with which 
winter rains saturate the spongy turf of the hol- 
lows ; and the atmosphere, dear and settled, admits 
of the most extensive prospects. Whoever has not 
ascended our mountains, knows little of the beau- 
ties 'Of this beautiful island. Whoever has not 
climbed their long and heathy ascents, and seen 
the trembling mountain-flowers, the glowing moss, 
the richly-tinted lichens at his feet; and scented 
the fresh aroma of the uncultivated sod, and of the 
spicy shrubs ; and heard the bleat of the flock across 
their solitary expanses, and the wild cry of the moun- 
tain-plover, the raven, or the eagle ; and seen the 
rich and russet hues of distant slopes and eminences, 
the livid gashes of ravines and precipices, the white 
glittering line of fiilling waters, and the cloud tu- 
multuously whirling round the loffy summit ; and 
then stood panting on that summit, and beheld the 
clouds alternately gather and break over a thou- 
sand giant peaks and ridges of eveiy varied hue, — 
but all silent as images of eternity ; and cast his 
gaze over lakes and forests, and smoking towns, 
and wide lands to the very ocean, in all their gleam- 
ing and reposing beauty, knows nothing of the 
treasures of pictorial wealth which bis own country 



But when we let loose the imagination from even 
these splendid scenes, and give it free charter to 
range through the far more glorious ridges of con- 
tinental mountains, through Alps, Apennines, or 
Andes, how is it possessed and absorbed by all the 
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awful magnificence of their scenery and character ! 
The eiky-waid and inaccessible pinnacles, the 

Palaces where natare tlironcs 
Sublimity in icy halls I 

the dark Alpine forests, the saTage rocks and preci- 
pices, the fearful and unfathomable chasms filled 
with the sound of ever-precipitating waters ; the 
cloud, the silence, the avalanche, the cavernous 
gloom, the terrible visitations of- heaven's concen- 
trated lightning, darkness and thunder; or the 
sweeter features of living, rushing streams, spicy 
odours of flower and shrub, fresh spiritrelating bree- ' 
s&es sounding through the dark pine grove ; the ever- 
varying lights and shadows, and srial hues; the 
wide prospects, and^ above all, the simple inhabi- 
tants. 

We delight to think of the people of mountain- 
ous regions; we please our imaginations with 
their picturesque and quiet abodes; with their 
peaceful, secluded Uves, striking and unvarying 
costumes, and primitive manners. We invo- 
luntarily give to the mountaineer heroic and ele- 
vated qualities. He lives amongst noble objects, 
and must imbibe some of their nobility ; he lives 
amongst the elements of poetry, and must be po- 
etical ; he lives where his fellow-beings are far, 
far separated froin their kind, and surrounded by 
the sternness and the perils of savage nature ; hu 
social affections must, therefore, be proportionately 
concentrated, his hometies lively and strong.; but 
xnore than all, he lives within the barriers, the 
strongholds, the very last refuge which Nature her- 
self has reared to preserve alive liberty in the earth, 
to preserve to man his highest hopes, his noblest 
emotions, his decurest treasures, his faith, his free- 
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dom, his hearth, and home. How glorioiis do Ummo 
mountain-ridges appear when we look upon them 
as the unconquerable abodes of free hearts ; as the 
stem, heaven-built walls from which the few, the 
feeble, the persecuted, the despised, the helpless 
child, the delicate woman, have from age to age, in 
their last perils, in all their weaknesses and emei^ 
gencies, when power and cruelty were ready to 
swallow them up, looked down, and beheld the 
milhon waves of 'despotism break at their feet :-^ 
have seen the rage of murderous armies, and ty- 
rants, the blasting spirit of ambition, fknaticism, 
and crushing domination recoil from their bases in 
despair. ** Thanks be to God for mountains !** is 
often the exclamation of my heart, as I trace the 
History of the World. From age to age, they have 
been the last friends of man. In a thousand ex- 
tremities they have saved him. What great hearts 
have throbbed in their defiles from the days of 
Leonidas to those of Andreas Hofer ! What lofty 
souls, what tender hearts, what poor and perse- 
cuted creatures have they sheltered in their stony 
bosoms from the weapons and torture of their fel- 
low men. 

Avenge, O Lord, thy Blau|;htered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains cold t 

was the burning exclamation of Milton*s agonized 
and indignant spirit, as he beheld those sacred bul- 
warks of freedom for once violated by the disturb- 
ing demons of the earth ; and the sound of his fieiy 
and lamenting appeal to Heaven will be echoed in 
every generous soul to the end of time. 

Thanks be to God for mountains ! The variety 
which they impart to the glorious bosom of our 
olanet were no small advantage ; the beauty which 
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they spread out to our viaion in their woods. and 
waters ; their crags and slopes, (heir clouds and at- 
mospheric hues were a splendid gift ; the sublimity 
which thej pour into our deepest souls from their 
majestic aspects; the poetiy which breathes from 
their streams, and deQs, and airy heights, from the 
sweet abodes, the garbs and manners of their inha- 
bitants, the songs and legends which have awoke 
in them, were a proud heritage to imaginatiye 
minds ; but what are all these when the thought 
comes, that without mountains the spirit of man 
must have bowed to the brutal and the base, and 
probably have sunk to the monotonous level of the 
unvaried plain. 

When I turn my eyes upon the map of the world, 
and behold how wonderfully the countries where 
our faith was nurtured, where our liberties were 
generated, where our philosophy and literature, the 
fountains of our intellectual grace and beauty sprang 
up, were as distinctly walled out by God*s hand 
with mountain ramparts from the eruptions and in- 
terruptions of barbarism, as if at the especial prayer 
of the early fathers of man's destinies, I am lost in 
an exulting admiration. Look at the bold barriers 
of Palestine ! see how the infant Uberties of Greece 
were sheltered from the vast tribes of the uncivil- 
ized north by the heights of Hsmus and Rhodope ! 
behold how the Alps describe their magnificent 
crescent inclining their opposite extremities to the 
Adriatic and Tyrrhine Seas, locking up Italy from 
the Gallic and Teutonic hordes till the power and 
spirit of Rome had reached their maturity, and she 
had opened the wide forest of Europe to the light, 
spread fiur her laws and language, and planted the 
seeds of many mighty nations ! 

Thanks to God for mountains ! Their colossal 
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firmness fleems almost to break the current of time 
itself; the Creologist in them searches for traces of 
the earlier world, and it is there too that man, re- 
sisting the revolutions of lower regions, retadns, 
through innumerable years, his habits and lus 
rights. While a multitude of changes has remould- 
ed the people of Europe, while languages and 
laws and dynasties, and creeds, have pasBed over 
it like shadows over the landscape, the children of 
the Gelt and the Goth, who fled to the mountains 
a thousand years ago, are found there now, and 
show us in &ce and figure, in language and garh, 
what their Others were ; show us a fine contrast 
with the modem tribes dwelling below and around 
them ; and show us, moreover, how adverse is the 
spirit of the mountain to mutability, and that there 
the fiery heart of Freedom is found for ever. 

HOWITT. 



WEEP NOT FOR THE YOUTHFUL DEAD. 

Weep not for the youthful dead. 
Resting in their peaceful bed ! 
They are happier than we, 
Howsoever blwt we be. 

They have left a doubtful scene. 
While their hearts were young and green, 
. £re the stain of g^Ut was deep ;— 
Wherefore, wherefore do ye weepi 

They have never known the stings. 
Which dissevered friendship brings ; 
Envy, Hatred, Passion, Pride, 
All tie buried at their dde. 
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Far across the shipwreck foam, 
They have found a peaceful home, 
Where the blessed spirits keep ; — 
Wherefore, wherefore should ye weep 1 

T is, ye say, a heavy pain, 
Preying on the heart in vain. 
Thus to see the green bud froze, 
When just opening to a rose. 

Yet shall Consolation come, 
Stooping from her starry home. 
Bringing dew upon her wii^s. 
From the deep, eternal springs. 

He had just begun to climb 
Up the weary mount of Time , 
Weep not his untimely end. 
If he sunk, 't was to ascend. 

She was young, and soft, and fiadr. 
So her sister seraphs are ! 
Wherefore, then, should Sorrow bow? 
She is with the seraphs now. 

Happy they who die in youth. 
Ere the fountain springs of truth 
Have been sullied by the rains, 
Leaving dark and deadly stains. 

Their renown is with the brave, 
All their faults are in the grave. 
And the flowers, that round them bloom. 
Chase the darkness,— -hide the gloom. 

ANOV. 
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THE KAINY SUNDAY. 

' It wafl a rainy Sunday in the gloomy month oi 
November. I had been detained, in the course of 
a journey by a slight indisposition, from which I 
was recovering ; but I was still feverish, and was 
obliged to keep within doors all day, in an hm of 
the small town of. Derby. A wet Sunday in a 
country inn — ^whoever has had the luck to experi- 
ence one can alone judge of my situation. The 
rain pattered against the casements ; the bells tolled 
for church wiUi a melancholy sound. I went to 
the windows in quest of something to amuse the 
eye; but it seemed as if I'had been placed com- 
pletely out of the reach of all amusement. The 
windows of my bed-room looked out among tiled 
roofs and stacks of chimneys, while those of my sit- 
ting-room commanded a full view of the stable-yard. 
I know of nothing more calculated to make a man 
sick of this world, than a. stable-yard on a rainy 
day. The place was littered with straw, that had 
been kicked about by travellers and stable-boys. In 
one comer was a stagnant pool of water surrounding 
. an island of muck ; there were several half-drowned 
fowls, crowded together under a cart, among which 
was a miserable crest-fallen cock, drenched out of all 
life and spirit, his drooping tail matted, as it were, 
into a single feather, along which the water trickled 
from his back ; near the cart was a half dozing cow, 
chewing the cud, and standing patiently to be rained 
on, with wreaths of vapour rising from her reeking 
hide ; a wall eyed horse, tired of the loneliness of 
the stable, was poking his spectral head out of a 
window, with tiie rain dripping on-it from the 
eaves; an unhappy cur, chsuned to a dog-housa 
hard by, uttered something every now and Uien be- 
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tween a baik and a yelp ; a drab of a kitchen wench 
tramped backwards and forwards through the yard 
in paftiens, looking as sulky as the wesUher itself; 
everything, in short, was comfortless and forlorn, 
excepting a crew of hard-drinking ducks, assembled 
like boon companions round a puddle, and matin g 
a riotous noise over their Uquor. 

I was lonely and listless, and wanted amusement 
My room soon became insupportable ; I abandoned 
it, and sought what is technically called the travel- 
lers' room. This is a public room set apart at most 
inns for the accommodation of a class of wayfiurers, 
called travellers, or riders, — a kind of conunercial 
knights-errant, who are incessantly scouring the 
kingdom in gigs, on horseback, or by coach. They 
are the only successors that I know o^ at the present 
day, to the knights-errant of yore. They lead the 
same kind of roving, adventurous life, only chang- 
ing the lance for a driving-whip, the buckler for a 
pattern-card, and the coat of mail for an uppw 
Benjamin. Instead of vindicating the charms of 
peerless beauty, they rove about, spreading the 
&me and standing of some substantinl tradesman 
or manufacturer, and are ready at any time to 
bargain in his name; it being die &shion now-a- 
days to trade instead of fight with one another. As 
the room of the hostel, in the good old fighting 
times, would be hung round at night with the ar- 
mour of way-worn w^iriors — such as coats of mail, 
falchions and yawning hebnets ; so the travellers* 
room is garnished with the harnessing of their sue- . 
cessors, — ^with box-coats, whips of all kinds, spurs, 
gaiters, and oil-cloth covered hats. 

I was in hopes of finding some of these worthies 
to talk with, but was disappointed. There were, 
indeed, two or three in the room; but I could make 
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nothing of them. One was just finishing his break- 
fast, quarrelling with his bread and butter, and huf- 
fing the waiter ; another buttoned on a pair of gai- 
ters, with many execrations at Boots for not having 
cleaned his shoes well ; a third sat drumming on the 
table with his fingers, and looking at the rain as 
it streamed down the window-glass ; they all appear- 
ed infected with the weather, and disappeaied, one 
after the other, without exchanging a word. 

I sauntered to the window, and stood gazing at 
the people picking their way to church, with clothes 
hoisted mid-leg high, and dripping umbrellas. The 
bell ceased to toU, and the streets became silent 
I then amused myself with watching the daugh- 
ters of a tradesman opposite, who, being confined 
to the house for fear of wetting their Sunday fineiy, 
played off their charms at the front windows to &&• 
cinate the chance tenants of the inn. They at 
length were summoned away by a vigilant, vinegar- 
faced mother, and I had nothing fiuther firom with- 
out to amuse me. 

What was I to do to pass away the long-lived 
day 1 I was sadly nervous and lonely ; and evoy- 
thing about an inn seems calculated to make a doll 
day ten times duller : old newspapers, smelling of 
beer and tobacco smoke, and which I had akou^ 
read half a dozen times ; good-for-nothing bodoB, 
that were worse than rainy weather. I bored my- 
self to death with an old volume of the Lady's Ma- 
gazine. I read all the common-place names of am- 
bitious .travellers scrawled on the panes of glass ; 
the eternal families of the Smiths, and the Browns, 
and the Jacksons, and the Joluuons, and all the 
other sons ; and I decyphered several scraps of h- 
tiguing inn-window poetry, which I have met with 
in all parts of the world. 
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The day continued lowering and gloomy; the 
slovenly, ragged, spongy clouds driAed heavily 
along ; there was no variety even in the rain ; it 
was one dull, continued, monotonous patter — spatter 
— ^patter, except that now and then I was enlivened 
by the idea c3f a hrisk shower, from the rattUng of 
the drops upon a passing umbrella. 

It was quite refreshing (if I may be allowed a 
hackneyed phrase of the day) when, in the course 
of the morning, a horn blew, and a stage-coach 
whirled through the street, wi^ outside passengers 
stuck all over it, cowering under cotton umbrellas, 
and seethed together, and reeking with the steams 
of wet box-coats, and upper Benjamins. The sound 
brought out from their lurking-places a crew of va- 
gabond boys, and vagabond dogs, and the carroty- 
headed hostler, and tiiat non-descript animal yclept 
Boots, and all the other vagabond race that infest 
the purUeus of an inn ; but the bustle was transient, 
the coadi again whirled on its way, and boy and dog, 
and hostler and Boots, all slunk back again to their 
holes ; the street again became silent, and the rain 
continued to rain on. In fact there was no hope 
of its clearing up ; the barometer pointed to rainy 
¥ireather ; mine hostess' tortoise-shell cat sat by the 
fire washing her &ce, and rubbing her paws over 
her ears; and on referring to the almanac, I found 
a direful prediction stretdiing from the top of the 
page to the bottom, through the whole monUi, ** Ex- 
pect—much — ^rain — about — ^this — ^time." t 

I was dreadfully hipped. The hours seemed as 
if they would never creep by. The very ticking of 
the clock became irksome. xbyino. 
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TO NATURE. 



" Run mihl, et rigui placeant in vaUibas amoes ; 
Flumina amem, aylvaeque, ingloriua I" 

Gbeat daughter of the Sire Supreme ! 

In whose reflectiye charms we see. 
Unscathed, the mitigated beam 

Of viewless Deity. 

O, lead me, Nature, to thy shade ! 

Far from life's varying cares and feais ; 
Affections 8pum*d and hopes betray'd, 

And naught unchanged, but tears : 

And guide me on, through sun and stormy 
With thine immortal steps to range ; 

In variation, uniform ; 
Inmmtable in change. 

Oh ! teach me, on the sea-beat hill, 
Or by the mountain torrent's roar. 

Or in the midnight forest still, 
Thy great and awful lore ! 

Nor less, beside the calm clear sea, 

Or, in the leafy cool reclined. 
With thine own greenwood minstrelsy 

Restore a wearied mind : — 

And grant my soul a bliss to own 
Beyond earth's mightiest to bestow, 

"Which love himself might give afone. 
If love be yet below. 

Oh ! I have loved thee from a child 

And sure, on childhood's rapturous how. 

Thine eye of loveliness hath smiled. 
With most approving power : — 
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For in that season bright and sweet 
Roams the blest spirit pure and free, 

Ere woman's art, or man's deceit. 
Hath stoFn a thought from thee. 

And I would be thy child again, 
Careless, and innocent, and still : 

Oh ! snatch me from mine own wild xeign 
To heed a holier will ! 

Oh ! sadly is the soul unblest, 

That ne'er the sacred joys hath known. 
Of those who in thy temple rest 

Majestically lone ! ' 

And smit with a celestial love. 

In secresy converse with thee. 
And hear thee bring them from above 

Thy wondrous history ! 

How, when the great Omnific word 
Through the far halls of Chaos rang, 

And life the dark cold billows stirr'd. 
Thy charms to order sprang — 

Fortli danced, thy genial steps beneath. 
Herbage and flower ; to weave thy pall, 

Campania brought her painted wreath ; 
Her roseate treasures, Gaul. 

Recount thy Sire's unbounded power. 

Recount his unexhausted love, 
Who sent thee, from this cloudy hour. 

The shadows to remove-^ 

•• 

And teadi me, in thy still recess. 
To search a dearer page than thine. 

Where Mercy, Wisdom, FaitMuhiess, 
Dkimine every line ! 
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So when I cease on thee to goae, 
May I thine Author's gloiy see, 

In reahns whose voice shall chant his praiBC, 
When thou no moie shalt he ! 

▲HON. 



THE PERFECTION OF NATURE. 

We boast of our manufieu^ries and their produc- 
tions : of our rocks flowing in streams of iron and 
brass ; our aged mountains ground into porcelain ; 
the sea-weed and the sand of our shores becoming 
glass ; our dust and rubbish being molten into stone : 
we boast of these and very many operations. And, 
comparing them with the labours of other men, we 
may boast of them ; they are unrivalled under the 
circumstances, under any circumstances : but when 
we compare these processes and productions with 
those of nature, tiiey are really notiiing in compari- 
son ; and the machine or implement, to the contii- 
ver of which we erect a statue, is a mere bun^e 
compared with the least and simplest of these. In 
the very best machines of ar there is always a weak 
part, one that is loaded with the rest, and wears out 
long before them ; but there is nothing of the kind 
in nature, for every organ that we find in her pro- 
ductions is, when we understand it, the very best 
for tiie accomplishment of the purpose that it serves : 
there is nothing bungling or unskilful, and nothing 
defective or redundant. Each comes, unseen and 
unbidden, in the very form, of the very consistency, 
and at the very time tiiat it is wanted ; and when 
the use of it ceases, it decays; but even in its decay 
it is not lost, for the moment that it has answered 
its purpose as part of one production, it is changed 
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and decomposed by a new power and becomes part 
of another. Size or shape is no obstacle, and that 
which to our art would be a physical impossibility, 
hinders not a jot the operations of nature. Gravitation 
is nothing, and withm those limits which are found 
in the average of natural circumstances, heat is no* 
thing. If it be necessary that a plant ^ould grow 
upwards, or that an ammal should run with its 
back downwards, there is instantly an apparatus fay 
which that is accomplished. It is the same with 
regard to the media in which they exist One walks 
on the surfiice of the earth and browzes the herb- 
age under it ; and where that is thO'caae we find 
the neck, head, and mouth the way best constructed 
for answering these purposes. Another rofuns in 
places where there is no vegetation upon the ground, 
and in it we find as perfect an adaptation for finding 
its food above it A third courses its prey along the 
earth, and we find it endowed with all the appara- 
tus of rapid and prolonged motion. A fourth feeds 
upon creatures that can escape from it, either by 
flying into the air or creeping into holes in the 
earth, and it is so constructed that it can steal sofUy 
onwa^ till it be near its prey, and then spring upon 
it with so much force as to cripple it by the blow. 
It would be easy to continue this enumeration 
through many volumes, for there is not a situation 
or a purpose that the most fertile or the most fan- 
tastic imagination can picture, that has not an adapt- 
ation or an instrument in nature; and all art is 
merely imitation, and very clumsy imitation, of 
that which nature effects as an ^ffi>rtless and natu- 
ral consequence of the previous states of those sub- 
stances upon or among which the phenomena take 

place. BBITISK HATUBALI8T. 
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THE MUSEUM OP NATURE. 
Ws go to musenms and bazaars, and we wonder 
at their contents ; and that man should be so formed 
as to understand and construct those things, is the 
grand marvel, the glory of natural history ; but the 
blade of grass on which we tread, the worm on 
which we trample, or the little fly that annoys us with 
his buzzing sound and its tickling proboscis, is infi- 
nitely more curious, far more fraught widi informa- 
tion, than all the museums of art that ever were 
collected. Creation is a self-operating, a se)f«on- 
structing, and in so far as mftn is concerned, a self- 
contemplating museum. Other museums, ho^^ever 
numerous, and ingenious, and rare may be the sub- 
jects collected, have no mutual relation, — the one 
contributes in no degree to the other ; but in the 
museum of nature, tiiongh the parts be innumera- 
ble, the machine is but one, and containing or con- 
tained, there is such a mutual relation and depen- 
dence that, if one is destroyed, others must perish 
along with it ; and, if a new one appears, it comes 
not alone. Depress but a mountain for a few yards, 
and you lose some Alpine plant, possibly too small 
for the microscope ; turn but the course of a river, 
and many nations perish in the dried channel; 
empty even a small lake, and more life is lost than 
in the wars of a Gengis Khan, or a Napoleon ; root 
out a tree, and you desiroy myriads ; pull but a 
leaf, and there may be on it the germs of ten thou- 
sand lives, all of which would be active and on the 
wing before the season were over : touch but a bit 
of rotten wood or a heap of dust, and the chance 
is that you disturb the habitation of something that is 
alive. On the other hand, form a pond of the most 
limpid water, and one annual visit of the sun will 
stock it with aquatic plants and aquatic animniQ ; 
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BOW Vttt an unwonted plant and you will find it 
taken possession of by an unwonted inhabitant 

Thus the grand principle to which all the glo- 
ries of the summer are owing, literally, and in its 
material substance, '* walketh in darkness." And 
how can it be otherwise 1 Those glories thajt are 
around us in all the luxuriance of the summer 
beauty, are the museum of *' the living God ;" ex- 
tended and free as that beneficence with which he 
breathed into man the breath of life — of contem- 
plation, and reflection, and sent him into the midst 
of this mighty and marvellous creation, to learn to 
wonder and to worship. 

And who, to whom thought is given, would so 
contemn his Maker, or so injure himself, as to be 
amid all this, and yet let the summer sun go down 
upon him in a state of ignorance ! aye, who would 
not spring to it at the gray dawn of the summer 
morning, while the grass on the hedge is all in 
gems, and the mountain is veiled in its fleecy man- 
tle ! Who would not hasten to witness an awa- 
king world, to see all nature coming forth from her 
slumber, and joying to meet the vicegerent of her 
Maker ! And just at that time — just in the wane 
of that momentary repose which, in a northern 
country, one cannot call night — ^you may witness 
some creatures upon which the sun never shines, 
some tiny flies coming out of their pupar cases, 
which are all destined to die before the sun, whidh 
is now dissolving the ascending clouds over you, 
appears in the horizon. By the pool or the brook, 
too, you will find the gnat, having forgotten her 
flong with which she wearied the night, and her 
thirst for blood, which is probably given to her as a 
stimulant for the last and grand effort of her life, 
perched on a floating straw, or lea^ or a bit of 
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dodcwecd, and playiog fhe boat Irailder wilfa qik 
taught, and, therefore, inimitable skill, and a p c r a» 
verance even to the death. That little colony which 
■he commits to the waters, and which is a true life 
boatik as it is Ml of life, and yet will neither sink 
nor be wetted, is at once her legacy and her monu- 
ment ; and when it is completed, she merely flnt- 
teiti throagh the air for a few feet, drops lifelesa 
upon the water, and unites with that mass of mat- 
ter out of which germs are to elaborate their com- 
ing forms. It is a singular fact in the natural his- 
tory of insects, and it seems so conunon to them 
all, and so restricted to them and those plants that 
we call annual, that one reproduction should be the 
whole purpose of their lives ; and that if this be 
prevented, their lives may be prolonged indefinitely, 
and gready beyond the natural period. So that, 
in the most trifling things, we see that it is an ema- 
nation of Ahnighty power by which creation works; 
and that, for Uie accomplishment of her end, she 
can,' in that which as a whole, is but as a grain 
of dust, contend with time as determinedly as if it 
were of giant lineaments. 

BBITISH KATUBAUar. 



THE NEW MOON. 

Whbf, as the garish day is done, 
Heaven bums with the descended rally 

'Tis passing sweet to mark. 
Amid the flush of crimson light. 
The new moon's inodest bow grow bright 

As earth and sky grow duk. 

Few are the hearts too cold to feel 
A thrill of gbdness o'er them steal. 
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When fint the wuidering eye 
Sees fiuntly, in the evening blaze. 
That glimmering curve of tender rays 

Just planted in the sky. 

The sight of that young crescent brings 
Thoughts of all fair and youthful thing»-^ 

The hopes of early years ; 
And childhood's purity and grace, 
And joys that, like a rainbow, chase 

The passing shower of tears. 

The captive yields him to the dream 
Of freedom, when that virgin beam 

Comes out upon the air ; 
And painfully the sick man. tries 
To fix his dim and burning eyes 

On the soft promise there. 

Most welcome to the lover's sight 
..Glitters that pure, emerging light ; 

For prattling poets say, 
That sweetest is the lovers' walk, 
And tenderest is their murmured talk, 

Beneath its gentle ray. 

And there do graver men behold 
A type of errors, loved of old. 

Forsaken and forgiven ; 
And thoughts and wishes not of earth. 
Just opening in their early birth. 

Like that new light in heaven. ■ 

BBTAHT. 



JOANNA BAILLIE. 



JoAinrA Bailus holds that rank amongst oar 
elder modem authors, and her poetry is so con- 
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nected wilb that reawakening of oar literatme 
which took place about the commencement of the 
present century, that whatever she writes, how- 
ever sUght, or however unequal to the woxks which 
made her fame, has a peculiar claim to ■ respectful 
attention. Of Joanna BaiUie's intellectual strength, 
of her profound knowledge of the workings of 
passion, rendered more extraordinary by the j^- 
cidity with which she herself delineates them — of 
Joanna Baillie's genius and language, which are 
both so essentially old-English, deep, sound, vigour- 
ous, unfeigned, and unadulterated — ^we are proud 
to express our admiration. It would afford a sub- 
ject for a long and not uninteresting disquisition, 
to point out the striking difference in the mind 
and writings of the literary women of thirty and 
forty years ago, and the literary women of the 
present time : those who have not perused their 
writings in connection, will hardly* believe how 
great is the difference; what a commelitaiy the 
perusal affords on the entire change that has ob- 
tained in habits, manners, feelings, education, 
tastes, and tife ! Amongst the elders — ^with Joanna 
Baillie at their head, as regards mind — ^the dis- 
tinguishing features are' nerve, simplicity, vigour, 
continuity, unambitious earnestness, and good 
English. We find also elaborate and skilfully- 
developed plots. Amongst our distinguished wo- 
men of later date, we find accomplishment, grace, 
brilUancy, sentiment, scenery poetically sketched, 
and character ably handled; tisdent in all shapes 
and ways, but not so much that can claim the 
name of genius. There is nothing of what we 
have called continuity. Writing Uttle but detached 
tales or novels, which, however clever, are only 
volumes of episodes, separate scenes, and strik- 
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ing dianeten, most of them unconnected with 
the main biudness of the book — ^it is as tketchert, 
"whetiier for vivadty or pathos, nature or art; as 
9hetcher9f whether of the country, the town, or 
the heart, of life or of manners, ihat our gifted 
'women are now chiefly distinguished. In the 
female poetry too of the present day, fascinating 
tenderness, brilliancy of &ncy, and beauty of feel - 
ing, stand in the place of sustained loftiness of 
imagination, and compact artist-like, diction. Our 
elder literary women were, in the spirit of their 
intellect, more essentially masculine ; our younger 
ones are integrally feminine — ^women of fashion- 
able as well as studious life, women generally, who 
not only write books but abound in elegant accom- 
plishments. 

We have not, and are not likely to have at 
present, another Mary Wolstencrof^ (we merely 
speak of her as having exhibited grasp of mind,) 
another Mrs. Inchbald, another Mrs. RadclifTo— 
Joanna Baillie is their only representative ; adding, 
to the power of mind which they possessed, that 
dignified play of fancy, that amplitude of calm, 
bc^d thought, and that ^' accomplishment of verse'* 
which they possessed not Modem imaginative 
literature in England owes much to her " Plays 
on the Passions ;" perhaps more than to any other 
publication except *' Percy's Beliques;" at all 
events, our greatest poets, who were young when 
her plays appeared, have nearly all borne testimo- 
ny to tiie advantage and del^ht with which they 
perused them. With all this, the name of Joanna 
Baillie is not buzzed and blazoned about as very 
inferior names are ; her works do not attain the 
honour of calf and gold in libraries where inferior 
works 4une ; poetical readers of strong sensibility 
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and nnGDltivated ta§te do not dote up&a ^ Baal," 
or qaote from " Ethwald ;" and we never, fay any 
chance, saw a line of hers transcribed in an album ! 
One or two of her Shakaperian anatchea of aoag 
have been set to muaic ; but, (to quote the woids 
of an able critic,) " The celebrity of Joanna 
Baillie has been of a most peculiar nature ; her 
fiime hashed about it a peculiar purity. It has 
beeii the unparticipated treasure of the World of 
taste and intellect." We know that with this 
illustrious authoress there is a noble* careleasneas 
of praise, partly consequent on her years, her 
atanding in society, and her having simply written 
at the instigation of hex own genius ; obeying^ the 
voice from the shrine, and not the command of the 
outer-court worshippers : but still, ve feel vexed 
to see women of later date, and, however gifted, 
every way inferior to Joanna Baillie, written about, 
and likenessed, and lithographed, before hsr — the 
senior and superior of alL avov. 



THE LILY. 

[Addressed to a Young Lady on ber entrance into life.] 

Flower of light ! forget thy birth, 

Daughter of the sordid earth 

Lift the beauty of thine eye 

To the blue etherial sky. 

While thy graceful buds unfold 

Silver petals starred with gold, 

Let the bee among thy bells 

Rifle their ambrosial cells, 

And the nimble pinioaed air a 

Waft thy breath to heaven, like pngrfr ; J 
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Cloud and 0aa alternate shed 
doom or glozy round thy head ; 
Mom impearl thy leaves with dews, 
Evening lend them rosy hues, 
Mom with snow*whxte splendour bleas, 
Night with glowwomi jeweb dress ; 
Thus fulfil thy summer-day. 
Spring and flourish and decay ; 
Live a life (rf* fragrance — then 
Disappear — to rise again. 
When thy sisters of the vale 
Welcome back the nightingale. 

So may she whose name I write. 
Be herself a flower of light. 
Live a life of innocence. 
Die, — ^to be transported hence 
To that Garden in the skies. 
Where the Lily never dies. 

JAMES HOHTSOXXBT. 



ENGLISH AUTHORS. 



It^ is amusing to imagine what a host of pens 
are at this moment in motion, in sundry places of 
this little island ! In splendid libraries, furnished 
with every bodily comfort, and every literary and 
sdentiflc resource, where the noble or popular au- 
thor fills the sheet which the smile of the bibliopole 
fUid reader awaits, and almost anticipates ; in naked 
and ghastly garrets where the *' poor^evil-author^' 
scrawls vnth numbed fingers and a shivering frama, 
what will be coldly received, and as quickly for- 
gotten as himself; in pleasant boudoirs, at rosewood 
desks, where lady-fingers pen lady-lays; in ten 
thousand no<^ and recesses the pile of books is 
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growing, under which» sheWes, booknUen and rea- 
ders, sludl groan, ere many monitui elapae. Ano- 
ther season shall come round, and ail theM leaves, 
like those of the forest, shall be swept away, leaving 
only those of a few hardy laurels untouched. But 
let no one lament them, or think that all this ** la- 
bour under the sun," has been in vain. Literary 
tradesmen have been indulged in speculation ; critics 
have been emjdoyed ; and authors have enjoyed the 
excitement of hope, the enthusiasm of composition, 
the glow of fancied achievement And all is not lost ; 

The following year another race euppliefl, 
They fall successive, and suocessive rise. 

HO WITT. 



A HT6HLAND ANECDOTE. 

The same course of reflection which led me to 
transmit to you the account of the death of an an- 
cient borderer, induces me to add the particulars of 
a sing^ar incident, Affording a point which seems 
highly qualified to be illustrated by the penciL It 
was suggested by the spirited engraving of the 
Gored Huntsman, which adorned the first number 
of your work,* and perhaps bears too close a reaem- 
blance to the character of that print to admit of 
your choosing it as a subject for another. Of this 
you are the only competent judge. 

The story is an old, but not an ancient one; the 
actor and sufferer was not a very aged man. when 
I heard the anecdote in my early youth. Duncan, 
Cor so I shall call him, had been engaged in the affiur 
of 1746, with others of his class, and was suppooed, 
by many, to have been an accomplice, if not the 
principal actor in a certain tragic a&ir, which made 
* TMs artjclo was written for the Keepsake. 
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much ndse a good many years after the rebellion. 
I am content with indicating this, in order to give 
some idea of the man's character, which was bold, 
fierce, and enterprising. Traces of this natural dis- 
posi^on still remained in Duncan's very good fea- 
tures, and in his keen gray eye. But the limbs, like 
those of the aged borderer in my former tale, had 
become unable to serve the purposes and obey the 
dictates of his inclination. On the one side of his 
body hb retained the proportions and firmness of an 
active mountaineer; on the other he was a disabled 
cripple, scarcely able to timp along the streets. The 
cause which reduced him to this state of infirmity 
was singular. 

Twenty years or more before I knew Dancan, he 
assisted his brothers in forming a large grazing in 
the Highlands, comprehending an extensive range 
of mountain and forest land, morass, lake and pre- 
cipice. It chanced that a sheep or goat was missed 
from the flocks, and Duncan, not satisfied with des- 
patching his shepherds in one direction, went him- 
self in quest of the fugitive in another. 

In the courae of his researches, he was induced 
to ascend a small and narrow path, leading to the 
top of a high precipice. Dangerous as it was at 
first, the road became doubly so as he advanced. It 
was not much more than two feet broad, so rugged 
and difficult, and at the same time so terrible, that 
it would have been impracticable to any but the 
light step and steady brain of a Highlander. The 
precipice on the right rose like a wall, and on the 
left sunk to a depth which it was giddy to look 
down upon; but Duncan passed cheerfully on, 
now whistling the Gathering of his C^an, now 
taking heed to his footsteps, when the difficulties 
of the path required caution. 
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In tfau manner ha had mare llian half aseended 
the predpice, when in midway, and it might almost 
be saidy in middle air, he enconntered a budk of the 
red-deer spedea, runiung down the diff by the 
same path in an opposite direction. If Duncan 
had had a gun, no rencontre could have been more 
agreeable ; but as he had not this advantage over 
^e denizen of the wilderness, ihe meeting was in 
the ^ghest degree unwelcome. Neither party had 
the power of retreating, for the stag had not room 
to turn himself in the narrow path, and if Duncan 
had turned his back to go down, he knew enough 
of the creature's habits to be certain that he would 
rush upon him while engaged in the difficult oi 
the retreat They stood., therefore, perfectly still, 
and looked at each other in mutual embarrassment 
for some space. 

At length the deer, which was of the laigest size, 
began to lower his antlers, as they do when they 
are brought to bay, and are preparing to rush upcm 
hound and huntsman. Duncan saw the danger of 
a conflict in which he must probably come by 
the worst, and as a last resource stretched himself 
on the little ledge of rock which he occupied, and 
thus awaited the resolution which the deer should 
take, not making the least motion, for fear of alarm- 
ing the wild and suspidous animal. They re- 
maned in this posture for three or four hours, in 
the midst of a rock which would have suited the 
pencil of Salvator, end which afibided barely room 
enough for the man and the stag, opposed to each 
other in this extraordinary manner. 

At length the buck seemed to take the resolution 
of passlj^g over the obstades which lay in his path, 
and with this purpose approached towards Duncan 
veiy slowly, and with excessive caution. When 



hA came close to the Highlander, he stoopecE down 
as if to examine him more closely, when the 
untameable love of sport, peculiar to his country, 
began to overcome Duncan's fears. Seeing the 
animal 'proceed so gently, he totally forgot the 
dangers of his position, and with one hand seized 
the deer's horns, whilst with the other he drew his 
dirk. But in the same instant the buck bounded 
over the precipice, canying the Highlander along 
with him. l^ey went thus down upwards of a 
hundred feet, and were found the next morning in 
the spot where they feU. Fortune, who does not 
always regard retributive justice in her dispensa- 
tions, ordered that the deer should fall underneath, 
and be killed upon the spot, while Duncan escaped 
with his life, but with the fracture of a leg, an arm, 
and three ribs. In this state he was lying- on the 
carcass of the deer, and the injuries which he had 
received rendered him for the renuunder of his life 
the cripple I have described. I never coidd approve 
of. Duncan's conduct towards the deer in a moral 
point of view, (although, as the man in the play 
said, he was my firiend) but the temptation of a hart 
of grease, offering as it were, his throat to the knife, 
would have subdued the virtue of almost any deer 
stalker. Whether the anecdote is worth recording, 
or deserving of illustration, remains for your con- 
sideration. '■ I hirire given you the story exactly as 
I recollect it scott. 



THE BELL OF ffT. REGIS. 

Wmir Canada was in possession of the French, 

a Catholic priest named Father Nicholas, having 

assembled a considerable number of the Indians 

whom he had converted, settled them in the village 
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which is now called St. Regis, on the banks of the 
St. Lawrence. . The ataation is one of the mosi 
beautiful on that noble river, and the village at this 
day the most picturesque in the country. The 
houses, high roof and of a French appearance, are 
scattered round the semicircle of a Uttle bay, and on 
a projecting headland stands the church, with its 
steeple glittermg with a vivacity inconceivable by 
those who have not seen the brilliancy of the tin 
roofs of Canada contrasted in the sunshine with 
the dark woods. 

This little church is celebrated for the legend of 
its bell. 

When it was erected, and the steeple completed, 
Cotther Nicholai^ took occasion, in one of his ser- 
mons, to inform his simple flock that a bell was as 
necessary to a steeple as a priest is to a church, 
and exhorted them, therefore, to collect as many 
furs as would enable him to procure one from 
France. The Indians were not sloths in the per- 
formance of this pious duty. Two bales were speedi- 
ly collected and shipped for Havre de Grace, and in 
due time the worthy ecclesiastic was informed that 
the bell was purchased and put on board the Grand 
Monarque, bound for Quebec. 

It happened that this took place during one of 
those wars which the French and English are na- 
turally in the habit of waging against one another, 
and the Grand J\fonargue, in consequence, never 
reached her destination. She was taken by a New- 
England privateer and carried into Salem, where 
the ship and cargo were condemned as prize, and 
sold for the captors. The bell was bought for the 
town of Deerfield on the Connecticut river, where 
a church had been recently built, to which that gfreat 
preacher, the Rev. John Williams, was appointed. 
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Witii mitdl labour, it ivas carried to the village, 
and duly elevated iu the belfiy. 

When Father Nicholas heard of this misfortune, 
he called his flock together and told them of the 
purgatorial conditicm of the bell in the hands of the 
heretics, and what a laudable enterprise it would be 
to redeem it • 

This preaching was, within its sphere, as inspir- 
ing as that of the hermit Peter. The Indians lament- 
ed to one another the deplorable unbaptized state of 
the bell. Of the bell itself they had no very clear 
idea; but they knew that Father Nicholas said 
mass and preached in the church, and they under- 
stood the bell was to perform some analc^ous ser- 
vice in the steeple. Their wonted activity in the 
diase was at an end; they sat in groups on tiie 
margin of the river, communing on the calamity 
which had be&Ilen the bell ; and some of them 
roamed alone, ruminating on the means of rescuing 
it. The squaws, who had been informed that its 
voice would be heard farther than the roaring of 
the rapids, and that it was more musical than the 
call of the whip-poor-will in the evening, moved 
about in silence and dejection. All were melan- 
choly, and finely touched with a holy enthusiasm ; 
many fiisted, and some voluntarily subjected them- 
selves to severe penances, to procure relief for the 
captive, or mitigation of its sufferings. 

At last the day of deliverance drew near* '^ 

The Marquis de Y audrieul, the governor of CaxtOf 
da, resolved to send an expedition against the Bri- 
tish colonies of Massachusetts and New Hampshire : 
the command was given, to Major Hertel de Rou* 
ville : and one of the priests belonging to the Je- 
suit's College at Quebec informed Father Nicholas, 
by a pious voyageur, of the proposed ineuiaion. 
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Tlie Indifinfl were immediately asMmbM in-tfitf 
dnundi ; the Toyageur was elevated in Ibe midst of 
the congiegatioti, and Father Nicholaa, in a solemn 
speech, pointed him out to their Teneration as a 
messenger of glad tidings. He then told them of 
the warlike preparations at Quebec, and ui^ged them 
to join the expedition. At the conclusion, the whole 
audience rose, giving the war-whoop ; then simulta- 
neously retiring to their houses, they began to paint 
themselres with their most terrible colours for Iwttle^ 
and, as if animated by one will at their council fir^ 
they resolved to join the expedition. 

It was in the depth of winter when they set oat 
to unite themselves with De Rouville's par^ at the 
fort of Chambly. Father Nicholas, with a tall staff 
and a cross on the top of it, headed them ; and, as 
they marched oS, their wives and children, in imita- 
tion of the hymns which animated the departures of 
the first crusaders under the command of Godfrey 
de Boulogne, chanted a sacred song which the holy 
father had especially taught them for the occasion. 

They arrived at Chambly, after a journey of in- 
credible fiitigne, as the French soldiers vrere mount- 
ing their sleighs to proceed to Lake Champlain. The 
Indians followed in the track of the sleigfas> with the 
perseverance peculiar to their character. Father Ni- 
cholas, to be the more able to do his duty when it 
might be required, rode on a sleigh with De Ronville. 

La this (urder and array, the Indians, fiur behind, 
followed in silence, until the whole party had ren- 
dezvoused on the borders of Lake Champlain, which, 
being firozen, and the snow but thinly upon it, was 
chosen for their route. Warmed in their imagina- 
tM>ns with the unhappy captivity of die bell, the In- 
dians plodded solenmly their weaxy wuy ; no sym^ ' 
torn of regret, of fiuigue, or of apprahension, zdaxed 
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their steady oopntenances ; they saw with equal in- 
difference the black and white intermiiiable forest on 
the shore, on the one hand, and the dread and dreary 
desert of the snowy ice of the lake, on the other. 

The French soldiers began to suffer extremely 
from the toil of wading through the snow, and 
beheld with admiration and envy the £idii(y with 
which the Indians, in their snow shoes, moved.over 
-the sur&ce. No contrast could be greater than the 
patience of Father Nicholas's proselytes and the ir- 
ritability of the Frenchmen. 

When they reached the spot on whieh^the lively 
and pretty town of Burlington now stands, a genend 
halt waa ordered, that the necessary arrangements 
might be made to penetrate the forest towards the 
settled parts of Maaaadhusetts. In starting from 
this point, Father Nicholas was left to bring up his 
division^ and De Rouville led his own with a com- 
pass in his hand, taking the direction of Deerfield. 
Nothing-that had been yet sufiered was equal to the 
hardships endured in that marcli. Day after day 
the Frenchmen went forward with indefatigable 
bravery, — a hei^ic contrast to the panics of their 
countrymen in the Russian snow-storms of latter 
times. But they were loquacious; and the rough- 
ness of their course and the ^tangling molestation 
which they encountered from the underwood, pro- 
voked their maledictions and excited their gesticula- 
tions. The conduct of the Indians was far difierent : 
animated with holy zeal, their constitutional tad- 
tumity had something dignified — even sublime, in 
its sternness. No murmur escaped them; their 
knowledge of travelling the woods instructed them 
to avoid many of the annoyances which called forth 
the peatet and aacres of their not less brave but 
more vociferous conmanions* 

F 
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hoog before the pfirty had reached their destma^ 
tion, Father Nicholas w^s sick of his crusade ; the 
labour of threading the forest had hicerated his feet, 
and the recoiling boughs had, from time to time, by 
his own inadvertency in following too closely behind 
his companions, sorely blained, even to excoriation, 
his cheeks. Still he felt that he was engaged in a 
sanctified adventure ; he recalled to mind the mar- 
tyrdoms of the saints and the persecutions of the fi^ 
mers, and the glory that would redound to himself 
in all after ages, from the redemption of the bell. 

On the evening of the 29th of February, 1704, 
the expedition arrived within two miles of Deerfield, 
without having been discovered. De Bouville or- 
dered his men to halt, rest, and refresh themselves 
until midnight, at which hour he gave, orders that 
the village should be attacked. 

The surface of the snow was firozen and crackled 
beneath the tread. With great sagacity, to deceive 
the English garrison, De Rouville directed, that in 
advancing to the assault, his men should frequently 
pause, and then rush for a short time rapidly forward. 
By this ingenious precaution, tEe sentinels in the 
town were led to imagine that the sound came from 
the irregular rustle of the wind through the laden 
branches of the snowy forest ; but an alarm was at 
last given, and a terrible conflict took place in the 
streets. The French fought with their accustomed 
e^nrit, and the Indians with their characteristic for- 
titude. The garrison was dispersed, the town was 
taken, and the buildings set on fire. 

At daybreak all the Indians, although greatly 
exhtiusted by the fatigue of the night, waited in a 
body, and requested the holy fiither to conduct them 
to me bell, that they might perform their homages 
and testify their veneration for it Father Nicholas 
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not a tittle disconcerted at this solemn leqnest, 
and De Rouville, with many of the Frenchmen, 
who were witnesses, laughed at it most unright- 
eously. But the father was not entirely discomfited. 
As the Indians had never heard a hell before, he 
obtained one of the soldiers from De Rouville, and 
despatched him to ring it. The sound, in the si- 
lence of the frosty dawn and the stiQ woods, rose 
loud and deep ; it was, to the simple ears of the 
Indians, as the voice of an oracle ; they trembled, 
and were filled with wonder and awe. 

The bell was |hen taken from the belfiry, and 
fastened to a beam virith a cross-bar at each end, to 
enable it to be carried by four men. In this way 
the Indians proceeded with it homewards, exultii^g 
in the deliverance of the ** miraculous organ." But 
It was soon found too heavy for the uneven track 
they had to retrace, and, in consequence, when they 
reached their starting point, on the shore of Lake 
Champlain, they buried it, with many benedictions 
from Father Nicholas, until they could come with 
proper means to carry it away. 

As soon as the ice was broken up. Father Nicho- 
las assembled them again in the church, and, having 
procured a yoke of oxen, they proceeded to bring in 
the bell. In the meantime all the squaws and pa^ 
pooses had been informed of its marvellous powers 
and capacities, and the arrival of if was looked to as 
one of the greatest events " in the womb of time.*' 
Nor did it prove far short of their anticipations. 
One evening, while they were talking and commun- 
ing together, a mighty sound was heard approach- 
ing in the woods ; it rose louder and louder ; they 
listened, they wondered, and began to shout and 
cry, " It is the bell." 

It was so. Presently the oxen, surrounded by the 
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Indiaii8, were seen advandng finom the woods ; the 
beam was laid across their shoulders, and, as the 
bell swung between them, it sounded wide and far. 
On the top of the beam a rude seat was erected, on 
which sat Father Nicholas, the most triumphant of 
mortal men, adorned with a wreath round his tem- 
ples ; the oxen, too, were ornamented with garlands 
of flowers. In this triumphal array, in the calm of 
a beautiful evening, when the leaves were still and 
green, and while the roar of Le Ung^ie Saulte rapid, 
softened by distance, rose like the hum of a pagan 
multitude rejoicing in the restoiation of an idol, 
they approached the village. 

The bell, in. due season, was elevated to its place 
in the steeple; and, at the wonted hours of matins 
and vespers, it still cheers widi its dear and swel]-' 
ing voice the solemn woods and the majestic St 
^i^wrence. salt. 



NATURE'S GIFTS. 

I CAN find comfort in the words and looks 
Of simple hearts and gentle souls ; and I 

Can find companionship in ancient books. 
When lonely on the grassy hills I lie, 
Under the shadow of the tranquil sky ; 

I can find music in the rushing brooks. 

Or in the songs which dwell among the trees, 
And come in snatches on the summei* breeze. 

I can find treasure in the leafy showers 

Which in the merry autumn-time will fall ; 

And I can find strong love in buds and flowers, 

And beauty in tbf moonlight's silent hours. 
There *8 nothing nature gives can fail to please, 

For there 's a common joy pervading aU. 

ANoir. 
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THE BEACON-UGHT. 

Darkness was decp'ning o'er the seas. 

And still the hulk drove on ; 
No sail to answer to the breeze, 

Her masts and cordite gone : 
Gloomy and drear her course of fear. 

Each looked but for a grave, 
When full in sight, the beacon-light 

Came streaming o*er the wave ! 

Then wildly rose the gladdening shout 

Of all tluit hardy crew — 
Boldly they put the helm about, - 

And through &e surf they flew ; 
Storm was forgot, toil heeded not, 

And loud the cheer they gave. 
As full in sight, the beacon-light 

Came streaming o'er the wave I M 

And gaily oft the tale they told, 

When they were safe on shore, 
How hearts had sunk, and hope grown cold. 

Amid the billows' roar ; 
That not a star had shone afar 

By its pale beam to save. 
When full in sight, the beacon-light 

Came streaming o'er the wave ! 

AVON. 



EARLY LIFE OP AUDUBON. 
[DeKribed by bimaelf ] 
** I KxcsirsD life and tight in the New World. 
When I had hardly yet learned to walk, and to ar- 
ticulate those first words always so endearing to 
parents, the productions of Nature that lay spread 
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all around, were constantly pointed out to me. 
They soon became my playmates ; and before my 
ideas were sufficiently fonned to enable me to esti- 
mate the difference between the azure tints of the 
sky, and the emerald hue of the brightr foliage, I 
felt that an intimacy with them, not consisting^ of 
friendship merely, but bordering on frenzy, must 
accompany my stej^s through life ; — ^and now, more 
than ever, am I persuaded of the power of those 
early impressions^ They laid such hold upon me, 
that, when removed from the woods, the prairies, 
and the brooks, or shut up from the view of the 
wide Atlantic, I experienced none of those plea- 
sures most congenial to my mind. None but aerial 
companions suited my fancy. No roof seemed so 
secure to me as that fbiined of the dense foliage 
under which the feathered tribes were seen to re- 
^rt, or the caves «nd fissures of the massy Tocks, 
•TO which the dark-winged cormorant and the curlew 
retired to rest, or to protect themselves from the 
fury of the tempest. My father generally acc(»n- 
panied my steps — ^procured birds and flowers for 
me with great eagerness — ^pointed out Che elegant 
movements of the former, the beauty and softness 
of their plumage, the manifestations of their pleasure 
or sense of danger — and the always perfect forms 
and splendid attire of the latter. My valued pre- 
ceptor would then speak of the departure and re- 
turn of birds with the seasons, wpuld describe their 
haunts, and, more wonderful than all, their change 
of livery ; thus exciting me to study them, and to 
raise my mind toward their Creator. 

" A vivid pleasure shone upon those days of my 
early youth, attended with a calmness of feeling, that 
seldom frdled to rivet my attention for hours, whilst 
I gazed in ecstasy upon the pearly and shining eggs, 



•8 ihej lay imbedded in the softest down, or among 
dried leaves and twigs, or exposed upon the buixt- 
ing sand or weather-beaten rock o£ our Atlantic 
shores. I was taught to look upon them as flowers 
yet in the bud. I watched their opening, to see 
how Nature had provided each different spedes 
with eyes, either open at birth, or closed for some 
time after ; to trace the slow progress of the young 
birds toward perfection, or admire the celerity with 
which some of them, while yet unfledged*, removed 
themselves from danger to security. 

** I grew up, and my wishes grew with my form. 
These wishes, kind reader, were for the entire pos- 
session of all that I saw. I was fervently desirous 
of becoming acquainted with Nature. For many 
years, however, I was sadly disappointed, and for 
ever, doubtless, must I have desires that cannot be 
gratified. The moment a bird was dead, however^ 
beautiful it had been when in life, the pleasur<^^ 
arising from the possession of it became blunted : 
and although the greatest cares were bestowed on 
endeavours to preserve the appearance of nature, I 
looked upon its vesture as more than sullied, as 
requiring constant attention and repeated mendings, 
while, fliler all, it could no longer be said to be 
fresh from the hands of its Maker. I wished to 
possese all the productions of Nature, but I wished 
lifo with them. This was impossible. Then what 
was to be done 1 I turned to my fiither, and made 
known to him my disappointment and anxiety. 
He produced a book of JUustroHon** A new life 
ran in my veins. I turned over the leaves with 
avidity ; and although what I saw was not what I 
longed for, it gave me a desire to copy Nature. To 
Nature I went, and tried to imitate her, as in the 
days of my childhood I had tried to raise myself 
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from the ground and stand erect, before Nature had 
imparted Sie vigour necesaaiy for the euoceaa of each 
an undertaking. 

'*How sorely disappointed did I fed ^r many 
years, when I saw that my productions were worse 
than those which I ventured (perhaps in silence) to 
regard as bad, in the book given me by my fiitther ! 
My pencil gave birth to a family of cripples. So 
maimed were most of them, that they resembled the 
mangled corpses on a field of battle, compared with 
the integrity of living men. . These difBculties and 
disappointments irritated me, but never for a mo- 
ment destroyed the desire of obtaining perfect repre- 
sentations of Nature. The worse my drawings were, 
the more beautiful did I see the originals. To have 
been torn from the study, would have been as death 
to me. My time was entirely occupied with it I 

^;>roduced hundreds of these rude sketches annually ; 

^^md for a long time, at my request, they made bon- 
fires on the anniversaries of my birth-day." 



THE BROOK. 

Of those scenes which are alike calculated to 
bring us down from over excitement, or rouse us 
firom the exhaustion of lassitude, none is better 
than the margin of a brook. There is not an indi- 
cation of anything either disposed or fitted to 
destroy : those elevated banks, with their alternat- 
ing glades and coppices, forbid the action of such 
winds as sweep the hill-side and the heath, lash 
the shore in sounds like thunder, make the lake 
curl its white crusted billows, and even the riv^ 
run foaming to the sea. That small and gentle 
stream, now stealing unseen under Iteds of the 
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sweetest wild flowers, which, like a kind, modest 
friend, it nouifches in eecret and in silence^ — ^now 
curling round the large pebble, as if it would not 
disturb the repose of even a 8tone,-->then gliding 
away intd some stagnant angle, where it woos 
the wild plants to come and quench their thirst, 
and seems more a garden of herbs, than even an 
appendage of running water ; and. yet again,- as 
if it would not derange the little bank of gravel 
which has found a resting-place in its bed, it 
broadens out into a little pool where the gentle 
water>fowl may swim in safety, the songsters of 
the neighbouring trees perform their ablutions, 
the small quadrupeds drink, and the insect tribes 
spend their brief hours in joy ; — that gentle stream 
is the cause of no inundation, tears up no soil, 
and hardly bends a rush or drowns a fly. There 
is no din of wings, no shadow of the eagle, no 
rushing of the hawk, not a death-doer, or a death- 
cry, from all unreasoning nature in this little place ; 
and if man come not in with his snare, or his 
weapon, he may make it, or rather have it, the 
very Eden of innocence. How easily can we 
trace it upward to the fountains, or downward to 
the point in which it blends its waters, and loses 
its name in the river. The well under the haw- 
thorn, by the base of the rock, the depth of whose 
sources defy the heat of summer and the cold of 
winter, and which, for virtues more valuable than 
those for which modem idols are worshipped, the 
simple people called by the name of their Tavourite 
saint ; and, for the health that the draught of liquid 
diamond had given them, hung with garlands and 
other votive offerings, as they hymned him in dieir 
gratefiil hearts; — that shining and sainted well is 
the'forihest source of our little brook. And though 
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tibe brook appurently loves to linger in Hie shade 
of its little groye-— where the willow^ whose roufl^ 
stems are the parents of fifty generations of oaier 
twigs, and are as likely as ever to enrich the pe»- 
sants with fifty more, stand rooted* in the water 
among lofty reeds and glowing iris, and* sport the 
soft glory of their green and silver in the wave- 
less pibol ; — ^where, too, the alder and the elm blend 
their passage, and all is so still that the fluttering 
leaves of the aspen, ever in motion in other pfauses, 
are here still — as if the zephyrs themselves had 
forgotten to breathe.~;-Though it thus lingers and 
broadens, the fountain is not at the distance erf* an 
hour's walk ; and that walk is across little swells, 
firagrant with the vernal grass, the white blossom 
of the creeping trefoil, the wafted sweets of the 
wild hyacinth, or the more powerful perfume of 
the be^n-blossom, according to the season. And 
the inhabitants of those little cottages, as one passes 
along to the foot of the mountain, and whidi are 
so pleasingly simple, with their 'thatch and their 
white walls, and their trailing briars and their clus- 
tering roses, with here and there a poeony or a 
tulip— when the horticultural skill and pride are 
more than common — ^they are as innocent as they 
look. They are in happy ignorance, both of the 
grandeur of the world and of its grievances. The 
storm that unroofs the cottage, or sends the swathes 
of hay or the sheaves of com coursing eaeh other 
over the field — ^the fine day that follows, and per- 
mits all to be recovered and safe — the revolving 
year^— the sun, the moon, and the stars in their 
courses — the weekly prayer and the weekly sermon 
— ^the noise of the mill, and the noise of the 
« smithy" — ^these are the world to them ; and to 
their minds and their desires, they an more tlian 
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the oon^piest iram Rhodope to the Jmiua wait to 
the monafch of ^acedon. « 

Those who have* not visited such scenei^ and 
known such people, have something yet to leam 
— something which is one of the most deUghtftU 
parts of natural history. Simple ag thoite pec^le 
are, there are in them the germs of all the arts 
and sciences, and fineries and blandishments of 
life. The gold is there, and we want only the 
coiner with his stamp, to make them pass current 
among those whose superior value in exchange 
depends fiaur more upon the impress than upon the 
bullion. 

The human heart is as warm there, and the 
feelings are as true, as where every sentenoe is 
'* cut to model,-' and every attitude ordered by the 
posture-master. The evening walks of lovers are 
as enchanting there as the evening medleys ifk the 
fiubionable world : eyes are as bright, when the 
star of eve or the moon of night is their only rival, 
as when they have to contend with the glitter 
of jewels, and the glare of ang^ar crystal and 
coloured glass. Neither is the music less &sci- 
nating, or less in melody with all around, that it 
comes without purchase from the feathered tribes, 
than if it warbled in all the wild meanders of 
German harmony. All are well in their own 
places; and the nuptial songs of the birds are 
just as much in acconlance with the plans of those 
rustic youths and maidens, who have chiefly to 
consider how they shall best construct their nests 
and rear their broods, as the exhibitions of splen- 
dour are to those of whom spendour is the idol 
and the joy. 

There is something about a brook which leads 
one more insensibly, but more irresifltibly, to the 
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contemplation of rustics life, than anytldiig tiae in 
rustic scenery. It^ not germain to wildness and 
desolation, and it is no kin to ^ireatness. Theie 
is life and productiveness about it ; but it is life 
which is simple and unexpended — a shelter and 
repose from the sweep of the elements and of 
time. Everything in Uie place itsdJ^ and in all the 
accompaniments of the place, proclaims that here 
is a fhlness of life, and of life that knows no 
enemy, unless when man steps in to jUtcj the 
fowler. But when we come to examine it, we 
find that it is only the exuberance of plroduction; 
for Nature is everywhere' true to her economy, 
and the consumption of life is the. means of life 
as much on the margin of a peaceful brook as in 
the haunts of the most formidable destroyers. 
Still all is redolent of life, and it is of little con- 
8eque|ice whether you turn your attention to the 
air, the earth, or the sky. asoit. 



THE WORLD TO COME. 

If all our hopes and all our fears 

Were prisoned in life's narrow bound ; 
If, travellers through this vale of tears, 

We saw no better world beyond ; 
Oh ! what could check the rising sigh t 

What eartiily thing could pleasure give t 
Oh ! who would venture then, to die — 

Or who would venture then to live ? 

Were life a dark and desert moor, 

Where mists and clouds etemaJ spread 

Their gIoom> veil beliind, before. 
And tempests thunder overhead ; 
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Where not a sunbeam breaks the glooin, 
And not a floweret smiles beneath. 

Who would exist in such a tomb — 
Who dwell in darkness and in death 1 

And such were life without the ray 

Of our divine religion given ; 
'T is t^ that makes our darkness day,, 

'T is .this that makes our earth a heaven ! 
Bright is the golden sun above, 

And beautiful the flowers that bloom, 
And all is joy, and all is love, 

Beflected from the world to come ! 

BOWEIITG, 



FUTUjUB INCREASE OP KNOWLEDGE. 

What are |reat and beneficial discoveries, in 
their origin ? What is the process which has led 
to them 1 They are the work of rational man, 
operating upon the materials existing in nature, 
and observing the laws and properties of the phy- 
sical world. The Creator of the universe has fur- 
nished us the material ; it is all around us, above 
us, and beneath us ; in the ground under our feet ; 
the air we breathe ; the Waters oC the ocean and 
of the fountains of the earth ; in the various sub- 
jects of the kingdoms of nature. We cannot open 
our eyes, nor stretch out our hands, nor take a step, 
but we see, and handle, and tread upon the things, 
from which tfie most wonderful and usefril dis- 
coveries and inventions have been deduced. What 
is gunpowder, which has changed the character 
of modem warfare 1 It is the mechanical mix- 
ture of some of the most common and least costly 
robetances. What is the art of printingl A 
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contriranoe less cuiious, as a piece of medbanism, 
than a musical box. What is the steam-engine ? 
An apparatus for applying the vapour of boiling 
water. What is vaccination 1 A trifling ail, 
communicated by a scratch of the lancet, and 
capable of protecting human life against one of 
the most dreadful maladies to which it is exposed. 
And are the properties of matter alMiscorered 1 
its laws all found out ? the uses to which they 
may be applied all detected 1 I cannot believe it. 
We cannot doubt, that truths now unknown are 
in reserve, to reward the patience and the labours 
of future lovers of truth, which will go as far be- 
yond the brilliant discoveries of the last 'genera- 
tion, as these do beyond all that was known to the 
ancient world. The pages are infinite in that 
'great volume, which was written by t|^e hand di- 
vine, and they are to be gradually turned, perused, 
and announced, to benefited and gratefiil genejra- 
tions, by genius and patience ; and especially by 
patience; by untiring, enthusiaslic, self-devoting 
patience. The progress which has been made in 
art and science is indeed vast. We are ready to 
think a pause must follow ; that the goal must be 
at hand. But there is no goal ; and there can be 
no pause ; for art and science are in themselves 
progressive. They are moving powers, animated 
principles : they are instinct wiUi life ; they are 
thelnselves the intellectual life of man. Nothing 
can arrest them, which does not plunge the entire 
order of society into barbarism. There is no end 
to truth, no bound to its discovery and appUcation ; 
and a man might as well think to buUd a tower, 
from the top of which he could grasp Sirius in his 
hand, as prescribe a limit to discovery and inven- 
tion. 
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Never do we more evince our arrogant igno- 
rance, thtfn when we boast our knowledge. True 
Science is modest; for her keen, sagacious eye 
discerns that there are deep, undeveloped mysteries 
where the vain sciolist sees all plain. We call 
this an age of improvement, as it is. But the 
Italians, in the age of Leo X. and with great rea- 
son, said the same of their age ; the Romans, in 
the time of Cicero, the same of theirs ; the Greeks, 
in the time of Pericles, the same of theirs ; and 
the Assyrians and Egyptians, in the flourishing 
periods of their ancient monarchies, the same of 
theirs. In passing from one of these periods to 
another, prodigious strides are often made; and 
the vanity of the present age is apt to flatter itself, 
that it has climbed to the very summit of invention 
and skill. A wiser posterity at length finds out, 
that the discovery of one truth, the investigation 
of one law of nature, the contrivance of one mar 
chine, the perfection of one art, instead of narrow- 
ing, has widened the field of knowledge still to be 
acquired, and given, to those who came after, an 
ampler space, more numerous data, better instru- 
ments, a higher goint of observation, and the en- 
^uragement of living and acting in the presence 
of a more intelligent age. It is not a century since 
the number of fised stars was estimated at about 
three thousand. Newton had counted no more. 
When Dr. Herschel had completed his great tele- 
scope, and turned it to the heavens, be calculated 
Uiat two hundred and fifty thousand stars passed 
through its field in a quarter of an hour ! 

It may not irreverently be conjectured to be the 
harmonious plan of the universe, that its two grand 
elements of mind and matter should be accurately 
adjusted to each other ; that there should be full 
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occupation in the physical world, in its laws and 
poperties, and in the moral and sociaf relations 
connected with it, for the contemplatiye and active 
powers of every created intellect The imperfec- 
tion of human institutions has, as fiur as man is 
concerned, disturbed the pure harmony of this 
great system. On the one hand, much truth, dis- 
coverable even at the present stage of human im- 
provement, as we have eveiy reason to think, re- 
mains undiscovered. On the other hand, thousands 
and millions of ratiorial minds, for want of educ^ 
tion, opportunity and encouragement, have remain- 
ed dormant and inactive, though surrounded on 
every side by those qualities of things, whose ac- 
tion and combination, no doubt, still conceal the 
subUmest and most beneficial mysteries. 

But a portion of the intellect, which has been 
placed on this goodly theatre, is wisely, intently, 
and successfully active ; ripening, even on earth, 
into no mean similitude of higher natures. From 
time to time, a chosen hand, sometimes directed 
by diance, but more commonly guided by reflec- 
tion, experiment, and research, touches, as it were, 
a spring till then unperceiyed ; and, thtough whi^ 
seemed a blank and impenetrable wall, — ^the banri^ 
to all farther progress, — a door is thrown open into 
somie before unexplored hall in the sacred temple 
of truth. The multitude rushes in, and wonders 
that the portals could have remained concealed so 
long. When a brilUant discovery or invention is 
proclaimed, men are astonished to think how long 
they had lived on its confines, without penetrating 
its nature. * x. btskxtt. 
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THE DYING FATHER AND HIS DAUGHTER. 

Whxsls o'er the pavement rolled, and a light fonn, 
Just in the bud of blushing womanhood, 
Stood at the parent's door. Stem midnight frowned 
Upon the muffled stars, and the rich curls 
Of that fair creature, damp and heavy, hung 
Around her brow. No mother's tender hand 
Dried the wet tresses, or with warm caress, 
Restored "the weary spirit, for that hand 
Lay with the cold, dull earth-worm. 

Gray and sad. 
The Pottering nurse rose up ; and that old man, 
The soldier-servant, who had trained the steeds 
Of her slain brothers for the battle field. 
Bowed low to point her to that couch of pain 
Where the sick &ther pined. Oft had he yearned 
For her sweet presence ; oft, through night's long 

watch, 
Mused of his daughter's smile, till dreams restored 
The ardent pressure of her ruby lip, 
Dispelling every wo. Yet, £ax away, 
She, patient student, bending o'er her tasks, 
And all unconscious of a father's grief. 
Toiled for those fruits of knowledge which he willed 
Her to possess, still ever keeping bright 
The image of her home, and his dear smile, 
To cheer her labours. 

But a summons came 
Of sorrowful surprise, and on the wing 
Of filial love she hasted. 'T was too late ! 
The lamp of life still burned, yet 't was too late' ! 
The mind had passed away, and who diould call 
Its wing firom out the sky 1 For the embrace 
Of warm idolatry, was the fixed glare 
Of the dull, gbuMy eye. Disease had dealt 

G 
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A fell assassin's blow. Oh God ! the blight 
That fell on those freeb hopes, when all in vain 
The withered hand was grasped, and the wide hall 
Echoed to * Father ! Father !' 

Through the shades 
Of that long, stilly night, she, sleepless, betit. 
Bathing with tireless hand the parching brow 
And the death-pillow smoothing. When fair moAi 
Came with its rose-tint up, she, dxrieking, clasped 
Her hands with joy, for its reviving flush 
Traced that wan brow as if with one brief smile 
Of wakened intellect 'T was seeming all ! 
And Hope's fond visions fiuied, as the day • 
Rode on in glory. Night her curtains drew, 
And found ^t pale and beautiful watcher there^ 
Still unreposing. Restless on his couch 
Ti3S8ed the sick man. Cold Lethargy had steeped 
The last pale poppy in his heart's red stream^ 
And Agony was stirring Nature up 
To cope with her destroyer. 

* Oh, my God ! 
Would he could sleep !' sighed a low, silver Yoiee, 
And then she. ran to hush the measured tick 
Of the dull night*clock, and to scare the owl. 
Which clinging to the casement, hoarsely pooped 
His boding note. But ah ! from that wan breast 
Thick-coming groans announced the foe who strikes 
But once. They bear the. fainting child away. 
And, paler than that ashen corse, her &ce 
Drooped o'er the old nurse's shoidder, while a flood 
Of ebon .tresses in their richness veiled 
H6r marble bosom. ' 'T was a fearful sight 
To see a young heart bursting, while the old 
Went to its rest 

There came another change. 
The muffled bell tolled out the funeral hoar. 
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And many a foot the silent threshold preased. 
Friendship was there, with its full, heavy heart, 
KeoA curiosity, intent to scan 
The lordly mansion, and gaunt Worldlineas 
£ven o*er the coffin and the warning shroud. 
Revolving its own schemes. And one was ihete. 
To whom this world could render nothing back 
Iiike that pale piece of clay« Calmly she stood, 
£ven as .a statue. The old house-dog came, 
And pressed his rough head to her snowy pahn. 
All unreproved of her. 

He for his master mourned. 
And could she spurn that fidthful Mend, who, oft 
His shaggy length through many a fire-side hour 
Stretched at her Other's feet, and round his bed 
Of death had watched, with wondering, wishful eye;. 
In fear and sympathy 1 No ! on his neck 
Her oiphan tear had fallen, and by her side 
His noble front he reared, as proud to guard 
The last, loved relic of his master's house. 
There was a calnmess on that mourner's brow, 
111 understood by many an eager glance 
Which settled on her. Of her sire they spake, 
Who suffered scarce the breath of heaven to lift 
The tresses of his darling, and who deemed 
In the deep passion of his heart's sole love. 
She was too good for earth ; and then they gazed 
Indignant on her tearless eye, and said 
* Hino Btrange that he should be so lightly fMumed^ 
Oh woman, oft misconstrued ! — ^the pure pearls 
Lie all too deep in thy hearths secret well. 
For the unpausing, or impatient hand 
To win them forth. Yet in that maiden's breast 
Sorrow and loneUness sank darkly down, 
While the meek Up breathed out no boisterous plaint 
Of ctMumon, funeral giief. bi60ubhxt* 
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FALIERO'S CONSPIRACY. 

Iir the early times of Venice, the government 
wiB possessed by the doge, unfettered by the inter- 
ference of counsels, though he sometimes volunta- 
rily solicited the advice of the chief citizens. There 
were also, on remarkable emergencies, general as- 
semblies of the people. But the defects of such 
a government were perceived, and a Grand Council 
established, with the consent of the peojple, con- 
sisting of four hundred and eighty members, all 
men of high birth. 

The grand council soon proceeded to limit the 
]irer<^tives of the doge, and appointed a second 
council, of forty, to administer criminal justice. 
A council of sixty assisted the doge in all domestic 
and foreign business ; and the famous council of 
ten exercised supreme power over, the oUier coun- 
cils, and privately investigated and punished all 
state crimes. The doge was bound to have no 
private correspondence with foreign states, to ac- 
quire no property beyond the Venetian dominions, 
to interfere in no judicial process, and to permit 
no citizen to use tokens pf subjection in saluting 
him. Thus stripped of power, it might truly be 
said, 

*' Doges had but their titles for their glories. 
An outward honour for an inward toil." 

They were forced to be content vrith the chief 
rank . among their republican countrymen ; and 
mighi, as citizens, feel pride that they had no more 
auUiority as princes. 

Unsuccessful attempts against power only have 
the effect of increasing its strength ; and the £sulure 
of Marino Faliero's conspiracy against the senate 
rivetted those chains which he wished to destroy. 
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His stoiy is too remarkable to be passed over, and 
is best told by Marino Sanuto, who relates it nearly 
to the following effecL 

Marino Fatiero was a wealthy Venetian noble- 
man, who, before he waff chosen doge, was podest^ 
or chief magistrate of Treviso. J^ow he was of 
80 very proud and wrathfiil a temper, that one day, 
when a procession was to take place, the bishop, 
delaying to come as soon as he should have done 
to administer the sacrament, no sooner made his 
appearance, than Faliero, angry at being kept 
inraiting, budgeted him with such violence that he 
nearly fell to the ground. This action appeared 
so pro&ne in the eyes of the Italians that they 
believed that heaven, therefbre, allowed Marino to 
gro out of his right senses, in order that he might 
bring himself to an evil death. 

In 1354, Faliero, being then an old man, was 
elected doge o£ Venice. The same year, having 
given a feast to all his nobles, he observed a young 
knight. Sir Michael Steno, behaving himself in an 
imseemly manner; and, with his usual hastiness, 
commanded that he should be thrown off the raised 
pavement on which he was standing. Sir Michael 
was accordingly pushed down the steps; which 
affiront, in the presence of so many ladies and gen- 
tlemen of distinction, violently incensed him ; and 
passing from the banquet room into the hall of 
audience, he there, in the heat of his anger, wrote 
some satirical lines on the doge's chair. The next 
day, when the verses were seen, the doge consi- 
dered the insult to be unpardonable, and on making 
strict inquiry for the offender, discovered him to be 
the Michael Steno whom he had* lately disgraced 
in the presence of his court In great anger he 
caused him to be arrested by the council of forty, 
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hofring ihai die]r wotdd fentence him ta fodie flevoM 
pmuhment But the cooncU, taking into ooiui- 
deration Steno's youth and the proTooatioa lie had 
leceiTed, thought they were rafficiently mcwtace in 
sentencing him to two monthi* imprisoomenty and 
afterwaids a ye^a hanishment from Venice. 

When Faliero heard their dedcdon, he became 
exceedingly angry, saying, that Michael Steno 
ought to hare been hanged, or, at the least, banish- 
ed for life. 

While he was brooding oyer this matter, an ad- 
miral hastily came to him, indignantly complaining 
of the wrong he had received from a gentleman 
with whom he had quarrelled, who had struck him 
so that his &ce was yet bleeding. ** What can 1 
do for thee V* said the doge : " think of the shame- 
ful insult which I have received, and see how the 
council pass it over." The admiral, perceiving 
Faliero's vexation, immediately began to throw 
out hints that they might both revenge themselves 
on the senate if they proceeded resolutely and cau- 
tiously. FaUero pondered on what he said, and 
at length consented to the enterprise. - Having 
taken council between themselves, they admitted 
Faliero's nephew, a seaman named Calendaro, and 
several others into the plot, and met nightly in the 
doge's palace till they bad concerted their schemes. 
Their intention was to assemble in different parts 
of the city o;i the 16th of April, and to make dis- 
turbances among themselves and the townspec^le, 
that the doge might have a pretext for ringing the 
great bell of St Mark, which was only done on 
occasions of especial danger. This was to be the 
signal for a general muster of the conspiraton; 
and when the members of the council should hasten 
from theb houses to know the cause of the uproar, 
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fihey w^re to be immecliately cut in pdeces, and 
Marino Faliero proclaimed sovereign lord of Ve- 
xdce. 

Tbia dangerous conspiracy was discovered by 
nearly the same means as the gunpowder plot. 
One of the confederates, named Beltram, had a 
great affection for Ser Niccolo Lioni, one of the 
coundl, and could not bear the thoughts of his 
-falling in the general massacre. After much trou- 
Ue of mind as to what he should do, his affection 
conquered ; he went to Lioni, and earnestly en- 
treated him not to leave his liouse on the 15th of 
ApriL Lioni, alarmed at his mysterious manner, 
endeavoured to sift the truth from him, and at 
length obtained the full particulars of the conspi- 
racy. He had no sooner heard him out, than he 
ran from the room, and turned the key on the 
terrified Beltram ; then hastened to one of his 
lellow-senatorsy on whose judgment he could* rely, 
and told him all that he had just heard. They 
went together \o Lioni's house, and closely ex- 
amined Beltram, who, though greatly alarmed at 
the betrayal of his secret, did not deny the truth. 
He was dien examined at, a private meeting of the 
whole council, who took such measures as to pre- 
vent the execution qf the plot. They forbade the 
tolling of the great bell, seized the conspirators, 
tried and condemned the doge, and caused the sen- 
tence to be executed on him the following day. 
He was beheaded on the landing-place of the stone 
staircase of the palace ; and one of the council, 
taking the bloody sword from the executioner, went 
to a balcony and showed it to all the people, cry- 
ing — " The terrible doom liath fallen on we trai- 
tor!" This dreadful example filled the people 
with an awfrd sense of the power and authority 
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of the council, which thenceforth met with no 
opposition to its decrees. 



THE WINTER NIGHT. 

'T IS the high festival of night ! 
T^e earth is radiant with delight ; 
And, fast as weary day retires, 
The heaven unfolds its secret fires, 
Bright, — ^as when first the firmament 
Around the new made world was hent. 
And infant seraphs pierced the blue. 
Till rays of heaven came shining through. 

And mark the heaven's reflected glow 

On many an icy plain below ; 

And where the streams with tinkling clash 

Against their frozen barriers dash, 

Like fairy lances fleetly cast 

The glittering ripples hurry past. 

And floating sparkles glance afar 

Like rivals of some upper star. 

And see, beyond, how sweetly still 
The snowy moonlight wraps the hill. 
And many an aged pine receives 
The steady brightness on its leaves. 
Contrasting with those giant forms 
Which, rifled by the winter storms, 
With naked branches broad and high. 
Are darkly painted on the sky. 

From every mowitain's towering head 
A white and glistening robe is spread. 
As if a melted silver tide 
Were gushing down its lofty side ; 



Thd clear cold lustre of the moon 
Is purer than the burning noon, 
And day hath never known the charm 
That dwells amid this eyening cahn. 

The idler on his silken bed 

May talk of nature cold and dead ; 

But we will gaze upon this scene. 

Where some transcendent power'haih been. 

And made these streams of beauty flow 

In gladness on the world below, 

Till nature breathes from every part 

The rapture of her mighty heart 

PSABOST. 



AEBELLION IN THE STATE PRISON. 

A KOBE impressive exhibition of moral courage, 
opposed to the wildest ferocity, under the most 
appalling circumstances, was never seen, than that 
which was witnessed, by the officers of the Mas- 
sachusetts State Prison in the rebellion which 
occurred about five years since. Three convicts 
had been sentenced under the rules of the prison 
to be whipped in the yard, and by some effort of 
one of the other prisoners, a door had been opened 
at midday, communicating with the great dining 
hall, and through the warden's lodge with the street. 
The dining hall is long, dark and d&mp, from its 
situation near the surface of the ground, and in 
this all the prisoners assembled, with clubs and such 
tools as they could seize in passing through the 
work-shops. 

Knives, hammers, and chisels, with every variety 
of such weapons, were in the hands of the fero- 
cioas spirits, who are drawn away from their en« 



croachments on society, fbrmmg a congfegalioii 
of strength, vileness, and talent, that can hardly 
be equalled on earth, even among tlie famed bri- 
gands of Italy. Men of all ages and characterB, 
guilty of every variety of infamous crimes, dressed 
in the motley and peculiar garb of the institatioD, 
and displaying the wild and demoniac appearance 
that always pertains to imprisoned wret^es, were 
gathered together for the single purpose of pre- 
venting the punishment, which was to be inflicted 
on the morrow, upon their comrades. 

The warden, the surgeon, and some other offioeA 
of the prison were there at the time, and were 
alarmed at the consequences, likely to ensue from 
the conflict necessary to restore order. They hud- 
dled together and could scarcely be said to consult, 
as the stoutest among them lost all presence of 
mind in overwhelming fear. The news rajadly 
spread through the town, and a subordinate oificer 
of most mild and kind disposition, hurried to the 
scene, and came calm and collected into the midst 
of the oflicers. The most equable tempered and 
the mildest man in the government was in ibis 
hour of peril the firmest. 

He instantly despatched a request to Major 
Wainwright, commander of the marines stationed 
at the navy yard, for assistance, and declared his 
purpose to enter into the hall and tiy the force of 
firm demeanor and persuasion upon the enraged 
multitude. All his brethren exclaimed against an 
attempt so full of hazard; but in vain. They 
• ^ oflered him arms, a sword and pistols, but he re- 
fused them, and said, that he had no 'fear, and in 
case of danger arms would do him no service ; and 
alone, with only a little rattan, which was his usual 
walking stick, he advanced into the hall, to hold 



parley wkh^ihe seleeted, congregated, and emaged 
villains of tlie whole commonwealth. 

He demanded their pmpoee, in thus coming to- 
gether with arms, in violation of the prison laws. 
They replied that they were determined to obtain 
the remission of the punishment of Uieir thiee com- 
radea. He said, it was impossible; the rules of the 
prison must be obeyed, and they must submit At 
the hint of submission, they drew a little nearer to- 
gether, prepared their weapons for* sendee, and, as 
they were dimly seen in the further end of the hall, 
by those who observed, from the gpratings that open- 
ed up to the day, a more appalling sight cannot be 
CM>nceived, nor one of more moral grandeur, than 
that of the single mm, standing within their grasp 
and exposed to be torn limb from limb instantly, if 
a word or look should add to the already intense 
excitement 

That excitement, too, was of a most dangerous 
kind. It broke not forth in noise and imprecations, 
but was seen only in the dark looks and the straiur 
ed nerves, that showed a deep determination. The 
officer expostulated. He reminded them of the 
hopelessness of escape ; that the town was alarmed, 
and that the government of the prison would sub- 
mit to nothing but unconditional surrender. He 
aaid that all those who would go quietly away, 
ahould be forgiven for this offence; but that if 
every prisoner was killed in the contest, power 
enough would be obtained to enforce the regulations 
of the prison. 

They replied that they expected that some would 
be killed, Uiat death would be better than such im- 
prisonment, and with that look an'd tone, which 
bespeaks an indomitable purpose, they declared, 
that not a man should leave Uie hall alive, till the 



IDS itti PBUfiitx. 

flogging was remitted. At this period of the d]»- 
ciufflon their evil passiong seemed to be more in- 
flamed, and one or two offered to destroy the affioeTy 
who still stood firmer, and with a more temperate 
pulse, than did his friends who saw from above, bat 
could not avert the danger that threatened him. 
' Just at this moment, and in about fifteen miniiteg 
from the commencement of the tumult, the o£Bcer 
saw the feet of the marines, whose presence alone 
he reUed on fSt succour, filing by the small upper 
lights. Without any apparent anxiety he had re- 
peatedly turned his attention to their approach, and 
now he knew that it was his only time to escape, 
before a conflict for life became as was expected, 
one of the most dark and dreadful in the world. 
He stepped slowly backwards, still urging them to 
depart, before the ofiicers were driven to use the 
last resort of firearms. When within three or four 
feet of the door, it was opened, and closed instantly 
again, as he sprang through, and was so unexpect- 
edly restored to his friends. 

Major Wainwright was requested to order his men 
to fire down upon the convicts through the little 
windows, first with powder and then with ball, till 
they were willing to retreat; but he took a wiser 
as well as a bolder course, relying upon the eflfect 
which firm determination would have upon men so 
critically situated. He ordered the door to be again 
opened, and marched in at the head of twenty or 
thirty men, who filed through the passage and form- 
ed at the end of the hall opposite to the crowd of 
criminals huddled together at the other. 

He stated that he was impowered to quell the 
rebellion, that he wished to avoid shedding blood, 
but that he should not quit that hall alive, till eveiy 
convict had returned to his duty. They seemed 
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balancing llie strength of the two parties; and re- 
. plied that some of them were ready to die, and only 
waited for an attack to see who was m<»t powerfid, 
swearing that they would fight to the last, unless 
the flogging was remitted, for they would not sub- 
mit to any such punishment in the prison. Major 
Wamwright ordered his marines to load their pieces, 
and, that they might not be suspected of trifling, 
each man was made to hold up to view the bullet 
which he. afterwards put in his gun. 

This only caused a growl of dc^rmination, and no 
one blenched or seemed disposed to shrink from the 
foremost exposure. They knew that their number 
^rould enable them to bear down and destroy the 
handiiil of marines, after the fijrst discharge, and 
before their pieces could be reloaded. Again they 
were ordered to retire ; but they answered with 
more ferocity than ever. The marines were ordered 
to take their aim so as to be sure to kill as many as 
possible— their guns were presented — ^but not a 
prisoner stirred, except to grasp more firmly his 
weapon. 

Still desirous to avoid such a tremendous slaughter 
as must have followed the discharge of a single gun. 
Major Wainwright advanced a step or two, and 
spoke even more firmly than before, urging them to 
depart Again, and while looking directly into the 
muzzles ot the guns, which they had seen loaded 
with ball, they declared their intention * to fight it 
out' This intrepid officer then took out his watch, 
and told his meii to hold their pieces aimed at the 
convicts, but not fire till they had orders ; then turn- 
ing to tiiie prisoners he said, 'you must leave this 

ball ^I give you three minutes to decide — if at the 

end of that time a man remains, he shall be shot 
dead.' 
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No mtnfttioa of greater interest than this can be 
conceived. At one end of the hall a fearful multi- 
tude of the most desperate and powerful men in 
creation, waiting for the assault*— at the other, a 
little baiid of disciplined men, waiting with arms 
presented, and ready, upon the least moti(m or sign, 
to begin the carnage — and their tall and impoaing 
commander, holding up his watch to count the lapse 
of three minutes, given as the reprieve to the lives 
of numbers. No poet or piunter can conqave of a 
spectacle of more dark and terrible sublimity — ^no 
honun heart can conceive a situation of more mp' 
palling suspense. 

For two minutes not a person or a moscle was 
moved, not a sound was heard in the unwonted 
stillness of the prison, except the laboured breathings 
of the infuriated wretches, as they began to pant, 
between fear and revenge — at the expiration of two 
minutes, during which Uiey had faced the ministeis 
of death, with unblenching eyes, two or three of 
those in the rear and nearest to the further entrance 
went slowly out — a few more followed the example^ 
dropping out quietly and deliberatdy, and before 
half of the last minute had gone, eveiy man was 
struck by the pamc and crowded for an exit ; and 
the hall was cleared as if by magic Thus the 
steady firmness of moral force, and ti^e strong eSEod 
of determination, acting deliberately, awed the most 
savage men, and suppressed a scene of camage» 
whidi would have instantly followed the least pm* 
dpitancy or exertion of physical force. 
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THE HURRICANE. 



VABioirs portions of our country have at different 
periods, suffered severely from the influence of vio* 
lent storms of wind, some of wMch have been known 
to traverse nearly the whole extent of the United 
States, and to leave such deep impressions in their 
wake as will not easily be forgotten. Having witness- 
ed one of these awful phenomena, in all its grandeur, 
I shall attempt to describe it for your sake, kind read« 
er, and for your sake only, Ihe rec<dlection of that 
astonishing revolution of tiie ethereal «lement, even 
now bringing with it so disagreeable a sensation, 
that I feel as if about to be affected by a sudden 
stoppage, of the circulation of my blood. 

I had left the village of Shawaney, situated on 
the banks of the Ohio, on my return from Hender- 
son, which is also seated on the l^anks of the same 
l)eautiful stream. The weather was pleasant, and 
I thought not warmer than usual at that season^ 
My horse was jogging quietly along, and my 
thoughts were, for once at least in the course g( my 
life, entirely engaged in commercial speculations. 
I had forded Highland Creek, and was on the eve 
of entering a tract of bottom land or valley that lay 
between it and Canoe Creek, when, on a sudden, I 
remarked a great difference in the aspect of the 
heavens. A hazy thickness had overspread the 
coimtry, and I for sometime expected an earthqui&e, 
but my horse exhibited no propensity to stop and 
prepare for such an occurrence. I had nearly arrive 
ed at tiie verge of the valley, when I thought fit to 
stop near a brook, and dismount to quench the 
thirst which had come upon me. 

I was leaning on my knees with my lips about 
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to touch the water, when, from my proximity to die 
earth, I heard a distant murmuring sound of an ex- 
traordinary natuFB. I drank, however, and as I rose 
on my feet, looked toward the southwest, where I 
observed a yellowish oval spot, the appearance of 
which was quite new to me. Little time was left 
me far conaderation, as the next moment a smart 
breeze began to agitate the taller trees. It increased 
to an unexpected height, and already the smaller 
branches and twigs were seen falling in a slanting 
direction towards the ground. Two minutes had 
scarcely elapsed,, when the whole forest before me 
was in feac^ motion. Here and there, where one 
tree pressed against another, a creaking noise was 
produced, similar to that occasioned by the violent 
gusts which sometimes sweep over the country. 
Turning instinctively towards the direction from 
which die wind blew, I saw, to my great astonish- 
ment, that the noblest trees of the forest bent their 
loffy heads for a while, and unable to stand against 
the blast, were fiilling into pieces. First, the branch- 
es were broken off with a crackling noise ; then 
went the upper part of the massy trunks : and in 
many places whole tree& of gigantic size were fall- 
ing entire to the ground. So rapid was the progress 
of the storm, that before I could think of taking 
measures to ensure my safety, the hurricane was 
passing opposite the place where I stood. Never 
can I forget the scene which at that moment pre- 
sented itsel£ The tops of the trees were seen 
moving in the strangest manner, in the central 
current of the tempest, 'which carried along with it 
a mingled mass of twigs and foliage, that complete- 
ly obscured the view. Some of the largest trees 
were seen bending and writhing undor the gale ; 
others suddenly snapped across ; and maiiy, tSter a 
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momentarj resistance, fell aprooted to the earth. 
The mass of branches, twigs, foliage, and dust that 
moved through the air, was whirled onwards like a 
cloud of feathers, and on passing, disclosed a wide 
space filled with fallen trees, naked stumps, and 
heaps of shapeless ruins, which marked the path of 
the tempest. This space was about a fourth of a 
mile in breadth, and to my imagination resembled 
the dried up bed of the Mississippi, with its thousands 
of planters and sawyers, strewed in the sand, and 
inclined in various degrees. The horrible noise 
resembled that of the great cataracts of Niagara, and 
as it howled along the track of the desolating tem- 
pest, produced a feeling in my mind which it were 
impossible to describe. 

The principal force of the hurricane was now 
over, although millions of twigs and small branches, 
tliat had been brought from a great distance, were 
seen following the blast, as if drawn onwards by 
some mysterious power. They even floated in the 
air for som^ hours after, as if supported by the thick 
mass of dust that rose high above the ground. The 
sky had now a greenish lurid hue, and an eitremely 
disagreeable sulphureous odour was dififused in the 
atmosphere. I waited in amazement, having sus- 
tained no material injury, until nature at length' re- 
sumed her wonted aspect' For some moments, I 
felt undetermined whether I should return to Mor- 
gantown, or attempt to force my way through the 
wrecks of the tempest My business, however, be- 
ing of an urgent nature, I ventured into the path 
of the stdrm, and after encountering innumerable 
diflSculties, succeeded in crossing it I was obliged 
to lead my horse by the bridle, to enable him to 
leap over the fallen trees, whilst I scrambled over 
or under them in the best way I could, at times so 

H 
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hemmed in by the broken tops and tangled brandi- 
es, as almost to become desperate. On amoving at 
my house, I gave an account of what I had seen, 
when, to my surprise, I was told that there had 
been very little wind in the neighbourhood, al- 
though in the streets and gardens many branches 
and twigs had fallen in a manner which excited 
great surprise. 

Many wondrous accounts of the devastating 
effects of this hurricane were circulated in the 
country after its occurrence. Some loghouaes, we 
were told, had been overturned, and their inmates 
destroyed. One person informed me that a wire-sifter 
had been conveyed by the gust to a distance of many 
miles. Another had found a cow lodged in the fork 
of a large half-broken tree. But, as I am disposed 
to relate only what I have myself seen, I shall not 
lead you into the region of romance, but shall 
content myself with saying that much damage was 
done by this awful visitation. The valley is yet a 
desolate place, overgrown with briers and bushes, 
thickly entangled amidst the tops and trunks of the 
fidlen trees, wd is the resort of ravenous animals, 
to which they betake themselves when pursued by 
man, or after they have committed their depreda- 
tioiu, on the farms of the surrounding districts. I 
have crossed the path of the storm, at a distance of 
a hundred miles from the spot where I witnessed 
its fury, and, again, four hundred miles farther oS, 
in the state of Ohio. Lastly, I observed traces of 
its ravages on the summits of the mountains con- 
nected vnth the Great Pine Forest of Pennsylvania, 
three hundred nules beyond the place last mentioned. 
In all these different parts, it appeared to me not 
to have exceeded a quarter of mile in breadth. 

AUDCBOir. 
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HTMN OF NATURE. 

God of the earth's extended plaiiu ! 

The daik green fields contented lie : 
The mountains rise like holy towers, • 

Where man might commune with the sky : 
The tall cliff challenges the storm 

That lowers upon the vale below, 
Where shaded fomitains send their streams. 

With joyous music in their flow. 

God of the dark and heavy deep ! 

The waves. lie sleeping on the sands, 
Till the fierce trumpet of the storm 

Hath summoned up their thundering bands ; 
Then the white sails are dashed like foam, 

Or hurry, trembling, o'er the seas. 
Till, calmed by thee, the sinking gale 

Serenely breathes, Depart in peace. 

God of the forests solemn shade ! 

The grandeur of the lonely tree. 
That wrestles singly with the gale. 

Lifts up admiring eyes to thee ; 
But more majestic fiur they stand, 

When, side by side, their ranks they form, 
To wave on high their plumes of green, 

^H) figh4|ttjr battles with the storm. 

God of the light and viewless air ! 
^ Where summer breezes sweetly flow, 

Or, gathering in their angry might, 
* The fierce and wintry tempests blow ; 
" All — ^firom the evening's plaintive sigh. 
That hardly lifts the drooping flower, 
To the wild whirlwind's midnight cry — 
Breathe forth the language of thy power. 
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God of the Mr and open sky ! 

How gloriously above us springs 
The tented dome, of heavenly blue, 

Suspended on the rainbow's rings ; 
Each brilliant star, that sparkles through. 

Each gilded cloud, that wanders- £ree 
In evening's purple radiance, gives' 

The beauty of its praise to thee. 

God of the rolling orbs above ! 

Thy name is written clearly bright 
In the warm day's unvarying, blaze, 

Or evening's golden shower of light 
For every fire that fronts the sun. 

And every spark that walks alone 
Around the utmost verge of heaven. 

Were kindled at thy burning throne. 

God of the world ! the hour must come. 

And nature's self to dust return ! 
Her crumbling altars must decay ! 

Her incense fire shall cease to bum : 
But still her grand and lovely scenes 

Have made man's warmest praises flow ; 
For hearts grow holier as they trace 

The beauty of the world below. 

FSABOST. 




THE PRAIRIE. * 

Oir my return from the Upper Mississiptn, fi 
found myself obliged to cross one of the wide pmi-^ 
ries, which, in that portion of the United States, 
vary the appearance of the country. The weathor 
was fine, aJl around me was as fresh and as bloom- 
ing, as iif it had just issued from the bosom of na- 
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ture. My knapsack, my gun, and my dog, were all 
I had for baggage and company. But, although 
well moccasined, I moved slowly along, attracted 
by the brilliancy of the flowers, and the gambols of 
the fawns around their dams, to all appearance as 
thoughtless of danger, as I felt myself 

My march was of long duration ; I saw the sun 
sinking beneath the horizon long before I could 
perceive any appearance of woodland, and nothing 
in the shape of man had I met with that day. 
The track which I followed was only an old Indian 
trace, and as darkness overshaded the prairie, I felt 
some desire to reach at least a copse, in which I 
might lie down to rest. The night-hawks were 
skimming over and around me, attracted by the 
buzzing wings of the beetles which form their food, 
and the distant howling of wolves gave me some 
hope that I should soon arrive at the skirts of some 
woodland. 

I did so, and almost at the same instant a fire- 
light attracted my eye. I moved towards it, full of 
confidence that it proceeded from the camp of some 
wandering Indians. I was Unistaken :— I discovered 
by its glare that it was from Uie hearth of a small 
log cabin, and that a tall figure passed and repassed 
between it and me, as if busily engaged in house- 
hold arrangements. 

I reached the spot, and presenting myself at the 
door, asked the tall figure, which proved to be a 
woman, if I might take shelter under her roof for 
the night. Her voice was gruff, and her attire 
Begligently thrown about her. She answered in the 
affirmative. I walked in, took a wooden stool, and 
quietly seated myself by the fire. The next object 
that attracted my notice, was a finely formed young 
Indian, resting his head bet^f^n his hands, with 
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his elbows on his knees. A long bow rested against 
the log wall near him, while a quantity of arrows 
and two or three racoon skins lay at his feet He 
moved not; he apparently breathed not. Accus- 
tomed to the habits of the Indians, and knowing 
that they pay little attention to the approach of 
civilized strangers, (a circumstance which in some 
countries is considered as evincing the apathy of 
their character,) I addressed him in Frendh, a 
language not unfrequently partially known to the 
people in that neighbourhood. He raised his head, 
pointed to one of his eyes with his finger, and gave 
me a significant glance with the other. His fiuse 
was covered with blood. The fact was, that an hour 
before this, as he was in the act of discharging an 
arrow at a racoon in the top of a tree, the arrow 
had split upon the cord, and sprung back with 
such violence into his right eye as to destroy it for 
ever. 

Feeling hungry, I inquired what sort of fiire I 
might expect. Such a thing as a bed was not to be 
seen, but many large untsomed bear and buffido 
hides lay piled in a c^r^er. I drew a fine time- 
piece J&om my hwti^ and told the woman that it 
was late, and thic I was fatigued. She had esfued 
my watch, the richness of which seemed to operate 
upon her feelings with electric quickness. She told 
me that there was plenty of venison and jerked buf- 
falo meat, and that on removing the ashes I should 
find a cake. But my watch had struck her fiincy, and 
her curiosity had to be gratified by an immediate 
sight of it. I took off the gold chain that secured it 
from around my neck, and presented it to her. She 
was all ecstacy, spoke of its beauty, asked me its 
value, and put the phain around her brawny neck, 
saying how happy ike possession of such a watch 



k. - 
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would make her. Thoughtless, and as I fiincied 
myself, in so retiied ft spot, secure, I paid little at- 
tention to her talk or her movements. I helped 
my dog to a good supper of venison, and was not 
long in satisfying the demands of my own appetite. 

The Indian rose from his seat, as if in extreme 
suffering. He passed and repassed me several times, 
and once pinched me on the side so violently, that 
the pain nearly brought forth an exclamation of 
anger. I looked at him. His eye met mine ; but 
his look was so forbidding, that it struck a chill 
into the more nervous part of my system. He again 
seated himself, drew his butcher-kniife from its greasy 
scabbard, examined its edge, as I would do that of a 
raxor suspected dull, replaced it, and again taking 
bis tomahawk from his back, filled the pipe of it 
with tobacco, and sent me expressive glances when- 
ever our hostess chanced to have her back toward 
us. 

Never until that moment had my senses been 
wakened to the danger which I now suspected to be 
about me. I returned glance for glancelo my com- 
panion, and rested well assured that, whatever ene- 
mies I might have, he was not of their number. 

I asked the woman for my watch, wound it up, 
and under pretence of wishing to see how the 
weather might probably be on the morrow, took up 
my gun, and walked out of the cabin. I slipped a 
ball into each barrel, scraped the edges of fny flints, 
renewed the primings, and returning to the hut, gave 
a favourable account of my observations. I took a 
few bear-skins, made a pallet of them, and calling 
my faithful dog to my side, lay down, with my gun 
close to my body, and in a few minutes was, to all 
appearance, fast asleep. 

A short time had elapsed, when some voices weie 
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heard, and from the comer of my eyes I saw two 
athletic youths making their entrance, bearing a 
dead stag on a pole. They disposed of their bnrdai, 
and asking for whiskey, helped themselves freely to 
it. Observing me and the wounded Indian, they 
asked who I was, and why the devil that rascal 
(meaning the Indian, who, they knew, understood 
not a word of English) was in the house. The 
mother — ^for so she proved to be, bade them speak 
less loudly, made mention of my watch, and took 
them to a comer, where a conversation took place, 
the purport of which it .required little shrewdness 
in me to guess. I tapped my dog gently. He 
moved his tail, and with indescribable pleasure I 
saw bis fine eye alternately fixed on me and raised 
towards the trio in the comer. I felt that he per- 
ceived danger in my situation. The Indian ex- 
changed a last glance with me. 

The lads had eaten and drunk themselves into 
such condition, that I already looked upon them as 
hors de combat f and the frequent visits of the 
whiskey btfttle to the ugly mouth of their dam, I 
hoped would soon reduce her to a like state. Judge 
of my astonishment, reader, when I saw this incar- 
nate fiend take a large carving-knife, and go to a 
gxindstone to whet its edge. I saw her pour the 
water on the turning machine, and watched her 
working away with the dangerous instrument, until 
the cold sweat covered eveiy part of my body, in 
spite of my determination to defend myself to the 
last. Her task finished, she walked to her reeling 
sons, and ' said, * Th we, that'll soon settle him ! 
Boys, kill yon — — , and then for the watch.' 

I turned, cocked my gun-locks silently, touched 
my faithful companion, and lay ready to start up 
and shoot the first who might attempt my Ii&. 
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The moment was fast approachiDg, and that might 
have been my last in this world, had not Providence 
made preparations for my rescue. All was ready. 
The infernal hag was advancing slowly, probably 
contemplating the best way of despatching me^ 
whilst her sons should be engaged with the Indian. 
I was several times on the eve of rising, and shoot- 
ing her on the spot: — ^but she was not to be punish- 
ed thus. The door was suddenly opened, and there 
entered two stout travellers, each with a long rifle 
on his shoulder. I bounded upon my feet, and mak- 
ing them most heartily welcome, told them how 
well it was for me that they should have arrived at 
that moment. The tale was told in a nunute. The 
drunken sons were secured, and the woman, in spite 
of her defence and vociferations, shared the same 
fate. The Indian fairly danced with joy, and gave 
us to understand that, as he could not sleep for pain, 
he would watch over us. You may suppose we 
slept much less than we talked. The two stran- 
gers gave me an account of their once having be^i 
themselves in a somewhat similar situation. Day 
came, fair and rosy, and with it the punishment of 
our captives. 

They were not quite sobered. Their feet were 
unbound, but their arms were still securely tied. 
We marched them into the woods oflf the road, and^ 
having used them as Regulators were wont to use 
such delinquents, we set fire to th^ -eabin, gave all 
the skins and implements to the young Indian war- 
rior, and proceeded, well pleased, towards the settlo> 
ments. 

During upwards of twenfrjr-five years, when my 
wanderings extended to all parts of our country, this 
was the only time at which my life was in^^nger 
from my fellow-creatures. Indeed, so UttleJoslTdo 
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tnTeUen nm in the United States, that no one born 
there ever dieams of any to be encountered on the 
road ; and I can only account for this occurrence by 
supposing that the inhabitants of the cabin were not 
Americans. 

Will you believe, good-natured reader, that not 
many miles from the place where this adventure 
happened, and where, fifteen years ago, no habita- 
tion belonging to civilized man was expected, and 
very few ever seen, large roads are now laid out, 
cultivation has converted the woods into fertiie 
fields, taverns have been erected, and much of what 
we Americans call comfort, is to be met with ? So 
fast does improvement proceed in our abundant and 
free country. AUDUBoir. 



THE SNOW FLAKE. 



* Now if I fall, wUl it be my lot 

To be cast in some lone and lowly spot — 

To melt, and to sink unseen or forgot ; 

And diere will my course be ended V 
'T was thus a feathery Snow Flake said, 
As down through measureless space it strayed, 
Or, as half in dalliance, half afraid. 

It seemed in mid air suspended. 

< Oh ! no,' said the Earth, < thou shalt not lie. 
Neglected and alone on my lap to die, 
Thou pure and delicate child of the sky ! 

For thou shalt be safe in my keeping. 
But then I must give thee a lovelier form ; 
Thou 'it not be a part of the wintry storm- 
But revive when the sunbeams are yellow and warm, 

And the flowers from my bosom are peeping ! 
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* And. Iben, tfaou shalt have thy ch<nce, to be 
Restored in the lily that decks the lea — 

In the jessamine bloom, the anemone, 
Or aught of thy spotless whiteness : — 

To melt, and be cast, in a glittering bead, 

With the pearls that the night scatters orer the 
mead, 

In the cup where the bee and the fire-fly feed. 
Regaining thy dazzling brightness ; — 

*To wake, and be raised from thy transient sleep,* 
When Viola's mild, blue eye shall weep, 
In a tremulous tear, or, a diamond leaf. 

In a drop from the unlocked fountain ;-— 
Or, leaving the valley, the meadow and heath. 
The streamlet^ the flowers, and all beneath. 
To go and be wove in the silvexy wreath 

Encircling the brow of the mountain ! 

* Or, wouldst thou retunrto a home on the skies. 
To shine in the Iris I '11 let thee arise. 

And' appear in the many and glorious dyes 

A pencil of sunbeams blending ! 
But, true, fair thing, as my name is Earth, 
I '11 give thee a new, and a vernal birth. 
When thou shalt recover thy primal worth. 

And never regret descending V 

' Then, I will drop,' said the trusting Flake, 
But bear it in mind that the choice I make 
Is not in ^e flowers, nor the dew to awake, 

Nor the mist that shall pass with the morning. 
For, things of thyself they expire with thee ; 
But those that are lent from on high, like me, — 
They rise, and will live from thy dust set free, 

To the regions above returning. 
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•If true to thy word, and just thou art, 

Like the spirit that dwells in the holiest heart. 

Unsullied hy thee, thou wilt let me depart, 

And return to my native heaven. 
For I would be placed in the beautiful bow, 
From time to time, in thy sight to glow. 
So thou mayst remember the Flake of Snow 

By the Promise that Grod hath given !' 

MISS OOVLD. 



DESCRIPTION OP NIAGARA FALLS. 

At the point, where this river issues from lake 
Erie, it assumes the name of Niagara. It is some- 
thing more than three-quarters of a mile in width, 
and the broad and powerful current embosoms 
two islands ; one of them. Grand Isle, containing 
eleven thousand acres^nd the other Navy island, 
opposite to the British "^ff^ of Chippeway. Below 
this island the river a^n;49ecomes an unbroken 
she^ a mile in width. For a half a mile below, it 
seems to be waxing in wrath and power. Were 
this rapid in any other place, itself would be noted, 
as one of the sublimest features of river scenery. 
Along this rapid, the broad and irresistible mass* of 
rolling waters is not entirely whitened, for it is too 
deep to become so. But it has something of that 
curling and angry aspect, which the sea exhibits, 
vihen swept by the first bursts of a tempest The 
momentum may be conceived, when we are instruct- 
ed, that in half a mile the river has a descent of fifty 
feet. A column of water, a mile broad, twenty-five 
feet deep, and propelled onward by the weight of the 
surplus wuters of the whole prodigious basin of the 
lakes, rolling davm this rapid declivity, at length 
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pours over the cataract, aa if fiklling to the central 
depths oi the earth. 

Instead of sublimity, the first feeling excited 
fay this stupendous cataract is amazement. The 
mind accustomed only to ordinary phenomena and 
common exhibitions of power, feels a revulsion and 
recoil from the new train of thought and feeling 
forced in an instant upon it There is hardly suffi* 
cient coolness for distinct impressions; much less 
for calculations. We witness the white and terrific 
sheets — ^for an island on the very verge of the cata- 
ract, divides the &11 — descending more than one 
hundred and fifly feet into the abyss below. We 
ieel the earth trembling under our feet. The deaf- 
ening roar fills our ears. The spray, painted with 
rainbows, envelopes us. We imagine the fathomless 
caverns, which such an impetus, continued for ages, 
has wonu Nature arrays herself before us, in this 
spectacle, as an angry and irresistible power, that 
has broken away from. the beneficent control of 
Providence. 

When we have gazed upon the spectacle and 
heard the loar until Uie mind has recovered from its 
amazement, we believe the first obvious thought in 
mos£ minds is a shrinking comparison of the little- 
ness and helplessness of man, and the insignificance 
of his pigmy efforts, when measuring strength with 
nature. Take it aU in all, it is one of the most 
sublime and astonishing spectacles, seen on our 
globe. The eye distinctly measures the amount of 
tiiie mass, and we can hardly avoid thinking with the 
peasant, ^t the waters of- the upper world must 
shortly be drained down the cataract But the 
stream continues to pour down, and this concentrated 
and impressive symbol of the power of Onmipotence 
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prodaims hU majesty Huough the fiiiest from age 
to age. 

An earthquake, the eruption of a volcanic moun- 
tain, the conflagration of a city, are all spectacles, 
in which terror is the first and predominant emo- 
tion. The most impressive exertion of human 
power is only seen in the murderous and sickening 
horrors of a conflict between two mighty armies. 
These, too, are transient and contingent exhibitions 
of sublimity. But after we have stood an hour at 
the foot of these falls, after the eye has been accus- 
tomed to look upon them without blenching, after 
tlM ear has become fimuliarized with the deafening 
and incessant roar, when the mind begins to calcu- 
late the grandeur of the scale of operations upon 
which nature acts, then it is that the entire and 
unmingled feeling of sublimity rushes upon it, and 
this is, probably, die place on the whole globe, where 
it IB felt in its most unmixed simplicity, tlutt. 



SONG TO THE EVENING STAR. 

Stab that bringest home the bee. 
And sett'st the weary labourer free ! 
If any star shed peace, 'tis thou 

That send'st it from above ; 
Appearing when heaven's breath and brow 

Are sweet as her we love. 

Gome to the luxuriant skies 
Whilst the landscape's odours rise, 
Whilst far-off lowing herds are heard, 

And songs, when toil is done, 
From cottages whose smoke unstirr'd 

Curls yellow 4n the sun. 
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Star of bve's soft interviews. 
Parted lovers on thee muse. 
Their remembrancer in heaven 

Of thriUing vows, thou art, 
Too delicious to he riven 

By absence from the heart. 



Ci0IPBELI.. 



THE GENIUS OP DEATH. 

What is deathi 'Tis to be free! 

No more to love, or hope, or fear ; 
To join the gpreat equality ; 
All alike are humbled there ! 
The mighty grave 
Wraps lord and slave ; 
Nor pride nor poverty dares come 
Within that refiige-houae, the tomb ! 

Spirit with the drooping wing. 
And the ever weeping eye, 
Thou of all earth's kings art king ! 
Empires at thy footstool lie ! 
Beneath thee strewed 
Their multitude 
^nk, like waves upon the shore ; 
Storm shall never rouse them more ! 

What 's the grandeur of the earth 

To the grandeur round thy throne 1 
Riches, glory, beauty, birth, 
To Uiy kingdom all have gone. 
Before thee stand 
The wondrous band ; 
Bards, heroes, sages, side by side, 
Who darkened nations *when they died ! 
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Eardi has hosts ; but thou canst show 

Many a million for her one » 
Through thy gates flie mortal flow 
Has for countless years rolled on. 
Back from the tomb 
No step has come ; 
There^fixed, tUl the last thunder's sound 
Shall bid thy prisoner be unbound ! 

CROIT. • 



THE HARVEST MOON. 



I KUST not omit to notice the splendid appearance 
of the Hahtbst Mooir. The circumstance of this 
moon rising several nights successively almost at 
the . same time, immediately after sunset, has given 
it an importance in the eyes of farmers ; but it is 
not the less remarkable for its singular and splendid* 
beauty. No moon during the year can bear any 
comparison with it At its rising it has a character 
so peculiariy its own, that the more a person is ac- 
customed to expect and to observe it, the more it 
strikes him with astonishment. I would advise 
every one who can go out in the country, to make 
a practice of watching for its rising. The warmth 
and the dryness of the earth, the clearness and 
balmy serenity of the atmosphere at that season, 
the sounds of voices borne from distant fields, the 
freshness which comes from the evening, combine 
to make the twilight walk delicious ; and scarcely 
has the sun departed in the west, when the moon 
in the east rises from beyond some soUtary hHi, or 
from behind the dark rich foliage of trees, and sails 
up into the still and transparent air m the full mag- 
nificence of a world. It comes not as in conunon, a 
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fair but fiat disc on the &ce of the sky, — ^we behold 
it siupeiided in the crystal air in its greatness and 
rotundity; we perceive the distance beyond it as 
sensibly as that before it; and its apparent size is 
magnificent. In a short time) however, it has ac- 
quired a considerable altitude — ^its apparent bulk is 
dimmished-its majestic grandeur has Vaned, and 
it sails on its way calmly beautiful, but in nothing 
dlfifeiing from its usual character. ^ howitt. 



SPRING. 

How beautiful the pastime of the spring ! 
Lo ! newly waking from its wintry dream. 
She, like a smiling infiint, timid plays 
On the green margin of the sunny lake, 

» Fearing by starts, the little breakmg waves, 
(If riplings, rather known by soimd than sight, 
May haply so be named,) that in the grass 

*Soon fade in murmuiing mirth. 

wiisoir. 



EXTRACT. 

'* Oh, what regards it if a blind man lie 
On a green lawn or on a steamy moor 
What heeds it to the dead and withered heart. 
Whose faculty of rapture is grown sere, 
Hath lost distinction between foul and fair, 
Whether it house in gorgeous palaces. 
Or mid wan graves and haggard signs of dte ! 
Oh, there ^s a grief, so with the threads of being 
Ravelled and twined, it sickens every sense ; 

I 
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Then is the swinging and monotonoUB bell 
Musical as the ridi harp heard by moonlight 
Then are the limbs insensible if they rest 
On the coarse pallet or the pulpy down." 



»> 



THE SPANISH BRIGAND. 

A SHOBT time after the French war, and the 
toration of Ferdmand VII., whose conduct made 
many of the loose guerilla parties continue out in 
the country as brigands, an English merchant ar- 
rived one evening at a small mean town, at the foot 
of the Sierra Morena. In the posada of the place 
where he took up his lodgings for the night, he 
met a Spaniard of a commanding figure, and of Ji 
sharp, intelligent, but amiable coimtenance. Much 
struck with bis appearance, the Englishman entered 
into conversation with him, and was still more de- 
lighted by his frank, spirited style of address and 
talking. Before supper was ready, the two had 
established that sort of traveller-intimacy which is 
not perhaps the less delightful because it must finish 
in a few hours, and the parties, in all probability 
never meet again ; and when the meal was served, 
they sat down to it together, each, apparently, anx- 
ious to know more of the other. They conversed 
together during the progress of the supper, and long 
after it was over, until the sinking and flickering 
lamps on the table warned the Englishman it must 
be time to retire to rest As he rose to do so, the 
Spaniard, with all his former firankness and gentle- 
manly manner, asked him which way his road lay 
on the morrow. The English merchant replied,^ 
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acro68 the Sierra Morena, and indicated the road 
he meant to take. The Spaniard, shaking his head, 
said he was sorry for this, as he had reasons to such 
pect that that very road at that very moment was 
beset by robbers, from whose numbers and activity 
there was no escape. The Englishman confessed that 
this was unpleasant news, particularly as the affidrs 
that called him towards Madrid were urgent. 'But 
cannot you stay where you are a day or two.1' re- 
plied the Spaniard ; < by that time they may have 
shifted their gpround, and you may pass the moun- 
tains without meeting them.' The Englishman 
repeated that his business was urgent, said he was 
no coward, that he had hitherto travelled in Spain 
without any misadventure, and hoped still to do so. 

* But my good Senor,' replied the Spaniard, 'you will 
not cross the mountains to-morrow without being 
fobbed, take my word for that !' * Well, if it must 
be so, let them rob me,' said the English merchant ; 

* I have littie money to lose, and ^ey will hardly 
take the life of an unarmed and irresisting man !' 
'They have never been accustomed so to act — 
let it be said to the honour of the band, they are not 
such cowardly assassins,* replied the Spaniard, who 
was then silent, and seemed to be musing to himself. 
The Englishman was beginning to call up one of 
the servants of the posada, to show him to his rest- 
iHg-place^ when his companion, raising his hand, said, 
' Not yet, Senor, not yet ! listen !' and he continued 
in an under-tone, * It was my fortune, some time 
once to have to cross the Sierra Morena alone, like 
you ; it was occupied then, as now, by the SeUteO' 
dore3 i but I met a man, also alone, as you have 
met me, who sud he had rendered the captain of 
the band some service, and that he could give me a 

. pass which would cause my person and my property 
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to be respected by the robbers, and enable me te 
cross t|ie mountains with perfect safety.' <A much 
better thing this than a king's passport,' said the 
astonished Englishman. * Pray what was it 1 and 
did it succeed V < It was only a button,' replied the 
Spaniard; 4t did all that had been promised, and 
perhaps it has not yet lost its charm — ^I will gi^e it 
you, here it is !' After searching in his podcet, the 
Spaniard produced a curiously filagreed silver bu^ 
ton, and placed it in the hands of tib,e Engiieliinaii, 
Degging bom to be careful of it, and to present it to 
any robbers that might attack him in the Sierra. 
'But were you really attacked on your journey 1' 
inquired the merchant. ' The button was respected 
Dy all the robbers I met, and I believe I saw them 
ill,' said the Spaniard; 'but ask no more questions, 
and take care of the button ! to-morrow you will 
see whether it has lost its charm.' With many 
thanks, the Englishman took his leave, and went to 
bed. On the following morning, when he continued 
his journey, the silver button ran" in his head fat 
some time. But it was not until noon, as he was 
toiling up one of the most rugged of the mountain 
paths, that he had the opportunity of trying its vir- 
tue. There his guide, who rode before him, was 
suddenly knocked off his mule by a blow firom the 
butt-end of a musket, and the next instant three 
other guns were levelled at the Englishman's breast, 
by men who stepped from behind a rock. The at- 
tack was so sudden, that his ideas and recollection 
were disturbed, and he put his hand into his pocket, 
brought out his purse, and delivered it to the robbers, 
who were calling him all sorts of opprobrious names^ 
before he thought of* his silver button. But when 
the recollection came to his mind, and he produced 
It, much doubting of its efficacy, the oaths of the 
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•Salteadores were stopped at once, as though a sa- 
cred relic had been held before their eyes; th^ 
returned him his purse, earnestly entreating his 
pardon for all that had happened, and informed him 
that it was their bomiden duty to see the bearer of 
that button safe across the mountains. Accordingly, 
on went the merchant with the brigands for his 
guard, he blessing the silver button, and they show- 
ing him every possible attention and respect On 
their way they met with other robbers, which prov- 
ed how formidable was the band, and how impossi- 
ble it would have been to escape them without the 
diarmed button. At length they came to a low, soli- 
tary house in a wild dell, far away from the beaten 
paUi across the Sierra, which they had abandoned for 
Tocks that seemed never to have been trodden. Here 
the merchant was told he might stop and refresh him- 
self. Nothing loath, he dismounted, and turned to 
the door, when his companion at the posada of the 
preceding evening — ^the donor of the magical but^ 
ton, met him on the threshold, with the words and 
g^rtures of an hospitable welcome. His dress was 
changed — ^he now wore a splendid kind of uniform, 
the jacket of which was of velvet, embroidered with 
gold ; but the Englishman recognized his command- 
ing figure and impressive countenance in an instant, 
and gave him his hand as a friend. * I got here be- 
fore you,' said the captain of the banditti, for such 
in &ct was the donor of the button, * and have pre- 
pared a good dinner for you, being very certain, that 
what I gave you last night would bring you in 
safety under my roofl' The Englishman eixpressed 
his gratitude, and they sat. down to dine. The 
bandit's dishes were savoury and good, and his 
wine was better. As the wine warmed the En- 
g;lii^an, he again expressed his gratitude, and 
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then ventaied to say how astonished he was that a 
person of his host's manners, and one ci^pable oi 
sucl^kind and generons feelings and actions, conld 
lead sach a kind of life. The robber drew his 
hand across his dark brow and fiery eyes, and said, 
' These are times when thieves and traitors thrive in 
the royal court and the offices of government, and 
honest patriots are driven to the highway. As a 
guerilla, I shed my blood for my countiry ; for my 
king, who, when he returned, would have left me 
to starve or to beg ! But no matter— this is no 
business of yours. I met you, liked your manners, 
and have saved you! — ^that is enough! say no 
more !' The Englishman of course desisted, and 
soon after rose to take his leave. The captain, 
who recovered his good humour, told him he &ould 
have an escort yet a little farther, and be put in the 
route he wished to follow. The merchant would 
then have returned the silver button, but the rob- 
ber insisted on his keeping it <You, or some 
friend of yours, may have to pass this way again,* 
said he, 'and whoever has the button to produce, 
will be respected as you have been respected ! Go 
with God ! and say nothing as to what has hap- 
pened between you and me and mine! Adiosl' 
The merchant's farewell was an earnest and cordial 
one. Guided by the brigands, he soop reached the 
beaten road on the opposite side of the mountains, 
and would there have given them some money for 
the trouble he had caused them. They said thej 
had their captain's strict commands against this — 
they would not accept a real, but left him, wishing 
him a happy journey. Some time — ^I believe some 
years after t^ adventure — ^the English merchant 
heard with deep regret that the Spanish robbe^ 
chief, whom be descnbed as being one of the han^ 
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somest men he ever beheld, had been betrayed into 
the hands of govemment, and put to a crael and 
ignominious death. bbogkedof. 



ARTS AND SCIENCES MUTUALLY DEPENDENT. 

Ws may remark the beautiful process, by which 
Providence has so interlaced and wrought up to- 
gether the pursuits, interests, and wants of our na- 
ture, that the philosopher, whose home seems less 
on earth than among the stars, requires, for the 
prosecution of his studies, the aid of numerous arti- 
ficers in various branches of mechanical industry ; 
and, in return, furnishes the most important facili- 
ties to the humblest branches of manual labour. Let 
us take, as a single instance, that of astronomical 
science. It may be safely said, that the wonderful 
discoveries of modern astronomy, and the philoso- 
phical system depending upon them, could not 
have existed, but for the telescope. The want of 
the telescope kept astronomical science in its in- 
fitncy among the ancients. Although Pythagoras, 
one of the earliest Greek philosophers, by a fortu' 
nate exercise of sagacity, conceived the elements 
of the Copernican system, yet we find no general 
and practical improvement resulting from it * 

It was only from the period of the discoveries 
made by the telescope, that the science advanced, 
with sure and rapid progress. Now the astrono- 
mer does not make telescopes. I presume it would 
be impossible for a i>er8on, who employed in the 
abstract study of astronomical sdence, time enough 
to comprehend its profound investigations, to learn 
and practise the trade of making glass. It is men- 
tioned, as a remarkable versatility of talent in one 
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or two eminent obfleryers, that they have snperin-' 
tended the cutting and polishing of the glasses of 
their own telescopes. But I presume if there ne- 
ver had been a telescope, till some scientific astro- 
nomer had learned to mix, melt, and mould ^ass, 
such a thing would never have been heard o£ It 
is not less true, that those employed in making the 
glass could no^ in the nature of things, be expected 
to acquire the scientific knowledge, requisite for 
carrying on those arduous calculations, applied to 
bring into a system the discoveries made by the 
magnifying power of the telescope. I might extend 
the same remark to the other materials, of which 
a telesc(^e consists. It cannot be used to any pur- 
pose of nice observation, without being very care- 
fully mounted, on a frame of strong metal ; which 
depends on the united labours of the mathematical 
instrument-maker and the brass-founder. 

Here then, in taking but one single step out of 
the philosopher's observatory, we find he needs an 
instrument, to be produced by the united labours of 
the mathematical instrument-maker, the brass-foun- 
der, the glass polisher, and the maker of glass, four 
trades. He must also have an astronomical clock, 
and it would be easy to count up half a dozen tradec^ 
which directly or indirectly are connected injnaking 
a clock. But let us go back to the object'g'Uua of 
the telescope. A glassfactory requires a building 
and fum&ces. The man who makes the glass, does 
not make the building. But the stone and brick- 
mason, the carpenter, and the blacksmith must fur- 
nish the greater part of the labour and skill, re- 
quired to construct the building. When it is built, 
a large quantity of fuel, wood and wood-coal, or 
mineral coal of various kinds, or all together, must be 
provided ; and then the materials of which the glass 
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18 made, and with which it is coloured, some of 
which are furnished hy. commerce from different 
and distant regions, and must be brought in ships 
across the sea. 

We cannot take up any one of these trades, with- 
out immediately finding that it connects itself with 
numerous others. Take, for instance, the mason 
who builds the furnace. He does not make his 
own bricks, nor bum his own lime ; in common 
cases, the bricks come from one place, the lime 
from another, the sand from another. The brick- 
maker does not cut down his own wood. It is 
carted or brought in boats to his yard. The man 
who carts it does not make his own wagon ; nor 
does the person who brings it in boats, build his 
own boat. The man who makes the wagon, ^oes 
not inake its tire. The blacksmith, who makes the 
tire, does not anelt the ore ; and the forgeman who 
smelts the ore, does not build his own furnace, 
(and there we get back to the point whence we 
started,) nor dig his own mine. The man who digs 
the mine, does not make the pick-axe with which 
he digs it ; nor the pump with which he keeps 
out the water. The man who makes the pump, 
did not discover the principle of atmospheric pres- 
sure, which led to pump-making : that was done by 
a mathematician at Fldtence, experimenting in his 
chamber, on a glass tube. And here we come back 
again to our glass ; and to an instance of the close 
connexion of scientific research with practical art. 
It is plain, that this enumeration might be pursued 
till every art and every science were shown to run 
into every other. No one can doubt this, who will 
go over (he subject in his own mind, beginning with 
any one of the processes of mining and working 
metals, of ship-building, and navigation, and the 
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other branchea of art and industiy , punsaed In chi- 
Jized communitiefl. 

If then, on the one hand, the astronomer de- 
pends for his telescope on the ultimate product 
of so many arts ; in return, his observations are 
the basb of an astronomical system and of caka- 
lations of the movements of the heavenly bodies, 
which furnish the mariner with his best guide 
across the ocean. The prudent ship-master would 
no more think of sailing for India, without hia 
Bowditch's Practical J^avigator, than he would 
without his compass ; and this Navigator contains 
tables, drawn from the highest walks of astronomic 
cal science. Every first mate of a vessel, who 
works a lunar observation, to ascertain the ship's 
longitude, employs tables, in which the most won- 
derful discoveries and calculations of La Place, and 
Newton, and Bowditch, are interwoven. 

I mention this as but one of the cases, in which as- 
tronomical science promotes the service and conve- 
nience of common life ; and perhaps, when we con- 
sider the degree to which the modem extension of 
navigation connects itself with industry in aU its 
branches, this may be thought sufficient. I will 
only add that the cheap convenience of an almanac, 
which enters into the comforts of every fireside in 
the country, could not be enjoyed, but for the la- 
bours and studies of the profoundest philoeophenk 
Not that great learning or talent is now required 
to execute the astronomical calculations of an al- 
manac, although no inconsiderable share of each 
is needed for this purpose ; but because, even to 
perform these calculations requires the aid of tables, 
which have been gradually formed on the basis of 
the profoundest investigations of the long line of 
philosophers, who have devoted themselves to this 
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branch of science. For, as we observed on the 
mechanical side of the illustration, it was not one 
trade alone, which was required to furnish the phi- 
losopher with his instrument, but a great variety ; 
so, on the other hand, it is not the philosopher in 
one department, who creates a science out of no- 
thing. The observing astronomer furnishes mate- 
rials to the calculating astronomer, and the calcuUif 
tor derives methods from the pure mathematician : 
and a long succession of each for ages must unite 
their labours, in a great result Without the geo- 
metry of the Greeks, and the algebra of the Arabs, 
the infinitesimal analysis of Newton and Leibnitz 
would never have been invented. ^ 

Examples and illustrations equally instructive 
might be found in. every other branch of industiy. 
The man, who will go into a cotton-mill, and con- 
template it from the great water-wheel, that gives 
the first movement, (and still more from the steam- 
engine, should that be the moving power,) who will 
observe the parts of the machinery, and Uie various 
processes of the fabric, till he reaches the hydraulic 
press with which it is made into a bale, and the 
canal or rail-road by which it is sent to market, 
may find every branch of trade and every depart- 
ment of science literally crossed, intertwined, inter- 
woven with every other, like the woof and the warp 
of the article manufactured. Not a Uttle of the 
spinning machinery is constructed on principles 
drawn from the demonstrations of transcendental 
mathematics ; and the processes of bleaching and dy- 
ing* now practised, are the results of the most pro 
found researches of modem chemistry. 

And if this does not satisfy the inquirer, let him 

. trace the cotton to the plantation, where it grew, in 

Georgia or Alabama ; the indigo to Bengal ; the 
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01} to ihe otive-gsidens of Italy, or the ^bing-- 
groimds of tbe Pacific Ocean; let him consider 
Whitney's cotton-gin; Whittemore's carding>-ma- 
chine; the power4oom ; and the spinning appara- 
tus ; and all the arts, trades, and sciences, directly 
or indirectly connected with these ; and I belieTe 
he will soon agree, that one might start from a yard 
of coarse printed cotton, which costs ten cents, and 
prove ont of it, as out of a text, that every art and 
science under heaven had been concerned in its 

&hric. E. EVXBBTT. 



THE PROGRESS OF LIFE. 

I BBSJLKEi) — ^I saw a little rosy child. 
With flaxen ringlets in a garden playing ; 

Now stopping here, and then afar offstraying^ 
As flower or butterfly his feet beguiled. 

'Twas changed. One summer's day I stepped 
aside, 
To let him pass ; his &ce had manhood's seeming, 
And that full eye of blue was fondly beaming 

On a fair maiden whom he called " his Bride !" 
Once more; 'twas autumn, and the cheerful fire 

I saw a group of youthful forms surrounding. 

The room with harmless pleasantry resounding, 
And in the midst I marked the smiling Sire. 

The heavens were clouded ! — and I heard the tone 

Of a slow moving bell — the white haired man 
was gone. jlh obt. 



Ye ore stars of the night, ye are gems of the mom, 
Ye axe dew«drops, whose lustre iUumiaes the tfaoni; 
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And rayless that night is, that moming unblest, 
When no beam in your eye lights up peace in the 

breast, 
And the sharp thorn of sorrow sinks deep in the 

hearty 
Till the sweet lip of woman assuages the smart ; 
'Tis hers o'er the couch of misfortune to bend. 
In fondness a lover, in firmness a friend ; 
And prosperity's hour, be it ever confest. 
From woman receives both refinement and zest ; 
And adorned by the bays, or enwreathed with the 

willow. 
Her smile is our meed, and her bosom our pillow. 

ASOJS. 



THE CHARACTER OP OLIVER CROMWELL. 

Thsbe are two things that to a marvellous degree 
bring people under subjection — ^moral and corporeal 
fear. The most dissolute are held in restraint by 
the influence of moral worth, and there are few who 
would engage in a quarrel if they were certain that 
defeat or death would be the consequence. Crom- 
well obtained, and we may add, maintained his 
ascendency over the people of England, by his 
earnest and ccmtinually directed efforts towards 
these two important ends. His court was a rare 
example of irreproachable conduct, from which all 
debaudiery and immorality were banished; while 
such was his deep and intimate, though mysterious 
acquaintance with every occurrence throughout the 
commonwealth, its subjects had the certainty of 
knowing that, sooner or later, whatever crimes they 
committed would of a surety reach the ear of the 
protector. His BAtural ahilUies most always have 
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been of the highest order, though in the early pot 
of his career, he diflcovered none of those extraor- 
dinary talents that afterwards gained him so mnch 
applause, and worked so upon the affections of the 
hearers and standers-by. His mind may be com- 
pared to one of those valuable manuscripts that had 
long been rolled up and kept hidden from vulgar 
eyes, but which exMbits some new proof of wisdom 
at each unfolding. It has been well said by a 
philosopher, whose equal the world has not known 
since lus day, ' that a place showeth the man.' Of 
a certainty, Cromwell had no sooner possessed the 
opportunity so to do, than he showed to the whole 
world that he was destined to govern. ' Some men 
achieve greatness, some men are bom to greatness, 
and some have greatness thrust upon them.' With 
Cromwell greatness was achieved. He was the 
architect of his own fortunes, owing little to what 
is called < chance,' less to patronage, and still lea 
to crime, if we except the one sad blot upon the 
page of his own history, as connected with that of 
his countiy. There appears in his character but a 
small portion of that which is evil, blended with 
much that is undoubtedly good. Although hb 
public speeches were, for the most part, ambiguous 
— Cleaving others to pick out his meaning — or m<»e 
frequently still, having no meaning to pick out, be- 
ing words, words, words — strung of mouldy sen- 
tences, Scriptural phrases, foolish exclamations, and 
such-like; yet when uecessaiy, he dbowed that he 
could sufficiently command his style, delivering 
himself with so much energy, pith, propriety, and 
strength of expression, that it was commonly said 
of him under such circumstances, * every word he 
Bp<*e was a thmg.' But the strongest indication 
ol tUB vast abilities was, the extraordinary tact with 
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which he entered mto, dissected, and scrutinised 
the nature of human kind. No man ever dived 
into the manners and minds of those around him 
with gpreater penetration, or more rapidly discovered 
their natural talents and tempers. If he chanced to 
hear of a person fit for his purpose, whether as a 
minister, a soldier, an artisan, a preacher, or a spy, 
no matter how previously obscure, he sent for lum 
forthwith, and employed him in the way in which 
he could be made most usefol, and answer best the 
purpose of his employer. Upon this most admira- 
ble system (a system in which, unhappily, he has 
had but few imitators among modem statesmen,) 
depended in a great degree his success. His devo- 
tion has been sneered at; but it has never been 
proved to have been insincere. With ho^ much 
more show of justice may we consider it to have 
been founded upon a solid and upright basis, when 
we recollect that his whole outward deportment 
spoke its truth ! Those who decry him as a £mati(^ 
ought to bethink themselves that religion was the 
chivalry of the age in which he lived. Had Crom- 
well been bom a few centuries earlier, he would 
have headed the crasades, with as much bravery, 
and fiir better results than our noble-hearted, but 
wrong-headed, Coeur de Lion. It was no great 
compliment that was passed on him by &e French 
minister, when he called the protector *the first cap- 
tain of the age.' His courage and conduct in the 
field were undoubtedly admirable : he had a dignity 
of soul which the greatest dangers aud difficulties 
rather animated than discouraged, and his discipline 
and government of the army, in all respects, was 
the wonder of the world. It was no diminution of 
this part of his character, that he was waiy in his 
eondoct, and that, after he was declared protector. 
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he wore a coat of mail concealed beneaih his dxem. 
Less cautioii than he made use o^ in the place he 
held, and surrounded as he was bj secret and open 
enemies, would have deserved the name of n^li- 
gence. As to his political sincerity, which many 
think had nothing to do with his religious opinions^ 
he was, to the full, as honest as the first or second 
Charles. Of a truth, that same sincerity, it would 
appear, is no kingly virtue ! Cromwdl loved jua* 
. tice as he loved his own life, and wherever he was 
compelled to be arbitrary, it was only were his an- 
tiumty was controverted, which, as things then 
were, it was not only right to establish for his own 
sake, but for the peace and security of the country 
over whose proud destinies he had been called to 
govern. * The dignily of the crown,' to quote his 
own words, * was upon the account of the nation, 
of which the king was only the representative heady 
and therefore, the nation being still the sai&e, he 
would have tiie same respect paid to his ministers 
as if he had been a king.' England ought to write 
the name of Cromwell in letters of gold, when she 
remembers that, within a space of four or five years, 
he avenged all the insults that had been lavishly flung 
upon her by every country in Europe, throughout 
a long, disastrous, and most perplexing civil war. 
Gloriously did he retrieve the credit that had been 
mouldering and decaying during two weak and dis- 
creditable reigns of nearly fifty years' continuance — 
gloriously did he establish and extend his country's 
authority and influence in remote nations-^glonous- 
ly acquire the real mastery of the British Channel 
— gloriously send forth fleets that went and con- 
quered, and never sullied the union flag by an act 
of dishonour or dissimulation. Not a single Briton, 
during the protectorate, but could demaud and 10* 
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edve elthinr leparatton or revenge for injury^ iK^Mllier 
it came from France, from Spain, from any open Ibe 
or treacherous ally ; not an oppressed/ foreigner 
claimed his protection, but it was immediately and 
efifectually granted. Were things to be compared 
to this in the reign of either Charles 1 England 
may blush at the remembrance of the insults she 
gustained during the reigns of the first most amia^ 
ble, yet ihost weak — of the second most admired, 
yet most contemptible— of these legal kings. What 
must she think of the treatment of the elector pala- 
tine, though he was son-in-law to King James 1 
And let her ask herself how the Duke of Rohan 
was assisted in the Protestant war at Rochelle, 
notwithstanding the solemn engagement of King 
Charles under his own hand ! Alas ! alas ! the 
page of history is but a sad one ; and the Stuarts 
and the Cromwells, the roundheads and* the cavar 
liers, the pennons and the drums, are but part and 
parcel of the same dust — ^the dust we, who are 
made of dust animated for a time by a living spirit, 
now tread upon ! Their words, that wrestled with 
the winds and mounted on the air, have left no 
trace alon^ that air whereon they sported: — the 
clouds in all their beauty cap our i^le with their 
magnificence, as in those by-gone days; the riveni 
are as blue, the seas as «ilt; the flowers, those 
sweet things! remain fresh within our fields, as 
when God called them into existence in Paradise, 
and are bright as ever. -But the change is over us, 
as it has been over them: we, too, are passing. 
O England ! what should this teach 1 Even three 
things — ^wisdom, justice, and mercy. 4 Wisdom to 
watch ourselves, and then our rulers, so that we nei^ 
ther do nor suffer wrong; justice to the memoiy of 
the mighty dead, whether bom to thrones or foot- 

K 
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■tools; mercy kiasimifih as we shall deeply need h 
firom our successors. ahok. 



HAUNT FOR A SUMMER NOON. 

There is a cave, 
AH overgrown with trailing odorous plants, 
"Which curtain out the day with leaves and flowers, 
And paved with veined emerald, and a fountain 
Leaps in the midst with an awakening sound. 
From its curved roof the mountain's frozen tears, 
Like snow, or silver, or long diamond spires, 
Hang downward, raining forth a doubtful light : 
And there is heard the ever-moving air. 
Whispering without from tree to tree, and Hrds^ 
And bees ; and all around are mossy seats. 
And the rough walls are clothed with long soft grass; 
A simple dwelUng, which shaU be our own ; 
Where we will sit and talk of time and change, 
As the world ebbs and flows, ourselves unchanged. 

SHELLST. 



THE LANDSCAPE. 



Bbiteath is a wide plain of billowy mist. 
As a lake, paving in the morning sky. 
With azure waves which burst in silver light. 
Some Indian vale. Behold it, rolling on 
Under the curdling winds, and islanding 
The peak whereon we stand, midway, around 
Encinctured by the dark and blooming forests. 
Dim twilight lawns, and stream-illumined caves. 
And wind-enchanted shapes of wandering mist ; 
And far on high the keen sky-cleaving mountains 
From icy spires of sun-like radiance Sng 
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The dawn» as lifted ocean's dazzling spray) 
From some Atlantic islet scattered up, 
Spangles the wind with lamp-like water-drops. 
Tlie vale is girdled with their walls, a howl 
Of cataracts from their thaw-cloven ravines 
Satiates the listening wind, continuous, vast, 
Awful as silence. Hark ! the rushing snow ! 
The sun-awakened avalanche ! whose mass, 
Thiice sifted hj the storm, had gathered there 
Flake after flake, in world-defying minds 
As thought by thought is piled, till some great truth 
Is looiaened, and the nations echo round. 
Shaken to their roots, as do the mountains now. 

SHSIXET. 



A WOOD SCENE. 



The oak, 
Expanding its immeasurable arms. 
Embraces the light beach. The pyramids 
Of the tall cedar, overarching, frame 
Most solemn domes within, and far below. 
Like doud^suspended in an emerald sky, 
The ash and the acacia floating hang 
Tremulous and pale. Like resUess serpents, clothed 
In rainbow and in fire, the parasites. 
Starred with ten thousand blossoms, flow around 
The gay trunks, and as gamesome in£int*s eyes, 
"With gentl6 meanings and most innocent wiles. 
Fold their beams round the hearts of those that love. 
These twine their tendrils with the wedded boughs, 
Uniting their close union ; the woven leaves 
Make net-work of the dark blue, light of day, 
And the night's noontide clearness, mutable 
As shapes in the weird clouds. Soft mossy lawns 
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Beneath these canopies extend their swella. 
Fragrant with perfumed herbs, and eyed with blooBBB 
Minute yet beautiful. One darkest glen 
Sends from its woods of musk-rose, twined vridi 

jasmine, 
A soul-dissolving odour, to invite 
To some more lovely mystery. Through the deU^ 
Silence and Twilight here, twin-sisters, keep 
Their noonday watch, and sail among the shades 
Like vaporous shapes half seen ; beyond, a weU, 
Dark, gleaming, and of most translucent wave 
Images all the woven boughs above. 
And each depending leaf, and every spedc 
Of a^ge sky, darting between their chasms; 
Nor aught else in the liquid mirror laves 
Its portraiture, but some inconstant star 
Between one foliaged lattice twinkling fair. 
Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon^ 
Or gorgeous insect floating motionless, 
Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have spread their glories to the gaze of noon, 

BBXULBT. 



AMERICAN DEER-HUNT. 

DuRiire a week's rest at a retired village, I oam- 
ally mentioned that I had never seen a deer>himL A 
party was immediately formed ; and the next morning, 
after an early break&st, we set out under a perfiMtly 
cloudless sky, and through these immense woods, 
whose dying leaves, betraying ike touch of the an- 
tumn frosts, covered the whole face of nature as 
with a mantle of the most brilliant and opposite 
colours. Here a tree, with foliage of the brightest 
orange, mingled its branches with one of the deep. 
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est goiy red; whfle among ihe oaks, which dis- 
plajed all the varioas shades of the rambow, hero 
and there towered the erect and loAy pine, with its 
deep, dark, and vinfiBding green. Tfajs tract of land 
was but a few years ago owned and occupied by 
the Indians, who, in order to fiudlitate their hunt- 
ing by clearing the ground, were accustomed to set 
on fire what they term the under-brtuh. The 
pine>trees firequentiy suffered in the operation; and 
their burnt and blasted stumps are often discerned 
by the solitary traveller, like the frowning ghosts 
of that high-spirited and ruined race, Ihigering 
among the places, hallowed by habit and tradition, 
where the ashes of the heroic fathers sleep. In the 
cnimmer they contrast strangely with the bright and 
tender green, the delicate sweet flowers which spring 
up around their root, and the fresh and feminine 
loveliness of the vines, which sometimes cling with 
living tendrils to their scathed, dead trunks. At a 
large and commodious dwelling, although construct- 
ed of logs, and by its stppearance fully entitled to 
the appellation* of hut, we found a good-natured, 
hospitable old gentleman, with horns, guns, and 
hounds. A dozen of the latter were assembled in 
the road before the house, fully prepared to enter 
into the spirit of the sport No one could compre- 
hend what was going on more clearly than these 
worthy, impatient gentlemen. They were fine ani- 
mals, with fine names, and in their eagerness and 
joy frequently drew upon them the rebuke of the 
old man. Scarcely any brute creature expresses 
his sensations with more manifest meaning than a 
dog. * * * It is necessary that a hunting party* 
should consist of at least six or seven. One or two, 
termed drivers, with horns, horses, and hounds, ride 
to the grounds frequented by the doer, and the dogs 
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soon catch the scent TheTo are certain knovm 
passages of the forest through which the timid ani- 
mals, when, affiightedy generally attempt to escape. 
One individual of the party is stationed at each of 
these ; and in such an opening I found myself that 
hright morning, alone in the midst of these hushed 
and pathless forests, lurking, I almost thought, like 
a murderer, with my loaded piece, till the defence- 
less flying creature should spring upon his death. 
The silence around me was perfectly delightfiiL I 
could hear nothing — ^not even the warbling of a 
bird^^ — ^not the murmuring of the rill, for the stream 
by my side, instead of brawling and bubbling over 
its channel, had spread itself out into unbroken 
transparency. Across its bank, and accidentally 
answering the purposes of a bridge, a fallen tree 
was lying. Sometimes a playful fish leaped up 
from tiiie brook, or glistened near the sur&Lce, as it 
turned its silver side to the sun ; and sometimes a 
leaf, loosened from its branch, fell, and floated slow- 
ly to the ground in silence. I was thinking how 
>■ many millions of my felloW-creaturbs drop off even 
thus in the shadowy places of life, and go down to 
the church-yard with as little notice or interruption 
to the general business and joy and beauty of na- 
ture, — ^when the barking and yelping of the hounds 
came faintly through the distance, then nearer and 
nearer, till the whole chorus swelled on the breeze, 
and rung through the quiet wood, breaking strange- 
ly in upon its impressive stillness with discordant 
sounds of riot and death. You cannot conceive, 
unless you have experienced a similar moment, the 
almost painful eagerness and anxiety with which 
I watched to behold the victim appear through the 
trees. I heard a rustling among the dried leaves, 
and with desperate speed, and the whole bloody 
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pack dose at her heels, a laige doe hroke from the 
thicket, and passed near the place where I stood. 
Fleet as the wind she was springing by, when I 
gave a low whistle ; on a sudden she stopped, and 
Uie fatal ball lodged in her shoulder ; another and 
another stretched her on the ground. She was a 
most lovely and feminine creature. Nothing could 
exceed the grace, cleanliness, and beauty of her 
form and limbs. The dark silky brown of her back, 
the snowy whiteness of her neck, throat, and chest, 
and the almost human intelligence of her fiu^, 
struck me with a strange feeling, of which those 
more familiar with the sight can form no idea. I 
confess, however unmanly it may have been, that a 
momentary horror ran through my frame, as the 
long lids, with their long laities, fell over those 
large, dark, and beautiful eyes, while the swarthy 
huntsmen, with rough grasp and merry jokes, bound 
together her slender, tapering limbs, and one drew 
his long and glittering knife across her throat. 

FAT. 



THE SPIRrrOP BEAUTY. 



Tax Spirit of Beauty unfurls her light. 
And wheels her course in a joyous flight ; 
I know her track through the balmy air. 
By the blossoms that cluster and whiten there ; 
She leaves the tops of the mountains green. 
And gems the valley with crystal sheen. 

At mom, I know where she rested at night. 
For the roses are gushing with dewy delight ; 
Then she mounts again, and around her flings 
A shower of light from her purple wings, 
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TiQ the spirit is dnink with the nrasie on lug^ 
That silenUj fills it with ecstacy ! 

At noon, she hies to a cool retreat, 

Where bowering elms over waters meet ; 

8he dimples the wave where the green leaves dip, 

And smiles, as it curls like a maiden's lip. 

When her tremulous bosom would hide, in vain 

From her lover, the hope that she loves again. 

At eve, she hangs o'er the western Aj 
Dark douds for a glorious canopy ; 
And round the skirts of each sweeping fold. 
She paints a border of crimson and gold. 
Where the lingering sunbeams love to stay, 
When their god in his glory has passed away. 

She hovers around us at twilight hour. 

Where her presence is felt widi the deepest power; 

She mellows the landscape, and crowds the stream 

With shadows that flit like a fairy dream : 

Still wheeling her flight through the gladsome air, 

The Spirit of Beauty is everywhere ! 

DAWES. 



EXTRACT FROM MR. BROUGHAM'S DEFENCE OF 
J. A. WILLIAMS, FOR A LIBEL ON THE 
. CLERGY OF DURHAM. 

It is necessary for me to set before you the pic- 
ture, my learned friend was pleased to draw of the 
Clergy of the Diocese of Durham, and I shall recall 
it to your minds almost in his own words. Ac- 
cording to him, they stand in a peculiarly unfortu* 
nate situation ; they are, in truth, the most injured 
of men. 

They all, it seems, entertained the same gene> 
rous sentiments with the rest of their countrymen. 
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though they did not express them in the old, firee 
English manner, by <^nly condenming the pro- 
ceedings against the late Queen; and, after the 
ooiiir8e«of unexampled injustice, against which she 
yictoriously struggled, had been followed by the 
needless infliction of inhuman torture, to undermine 
ft frame whose spirit no open hostility could daunt 
and extinguish the life so long embittered by the 
same foul arts — after that great Princess had ceased 
to harass her enemies — after her glorious but un- 
happy life had closed, and that princely head was 
at last laid low by death, which, living, all oppres- 
sion had only the more illustriously exalted — ^the 
venerable, the Clergy of Durham, I am now told 
for the first time, though less forward in giving vent 
to their feelings than ^e rest of their fellow-citizens 
— ^though not so vehement in their indignation at 
the matchless and unmanly persecution of the 
Queen — though not so unbridled in their joy at her 
immortal triumph, nor so loud in their lamentations 
over her moumfiil and untimely end—did, nevep* 
theless, in reality, all the while, deeply sympathize 
with her sufiferings, in the bottom of tiieir reverend 
hearts ! 

When all the resources of the most ingenious cru- 
elty hurried her to a&te without parallel — ^if not so 
chundrous, they 4id not feel the least of all the 
members of the community — ^their grief was in 
truth too deep for utterance — sorrow clung round 
their bosoms, weighed upon their tongues, stifled 
every sound — and, when all the rest of mankind, 
of all sects and of all nations, freely gave vent to the 
feelings of our common nature, their silence, the 
contrast which thkt displayed to thereat of their 
species, proceeded from the greater depth of their af- 
flictimi ; they said the less because they felt the more ! 
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Oh ! talk of hjpoerisy after this ! — ^Mo«t consmn- 
mate of all hypocrites ! After instructing your cho- 
sen official advocate to stand forward wi& such a 
defence— -such an exposition of your motiiGes — to 
dare utter the word hypocrisy, and complain of 
those who charged you with it ! this is indeed to in- 
sult conunon sense, and outrage the feelings of the 
whole human race ! If you were hypocrites before, 
you were downright, frank, honest hypocrites to 
what you have now jnAde yourselves — and surely 
for all you have ever done or ever been charged 
with, your worst enemies must be satiated with the 
humiliation of this day, its just atonement, and am- 
ple retribution ! 



RI6^T OP FREE DISCUSSION ASSERTED. 

IxFORTAiTT as I deem it to discuss, on all proper 
occasions, the policy of the measures at present pur* 
sued, it is still more important to maintain the right 
of such discussion, in its full and just extent. Senti- 
ments lately sprung up, and now growing fiishiour 
able, make it necessary to be explicit on this point 
The more I perceive a disposition to check the 
freedom of inquiry by extravagant and unconsti- 
tutional pretences, the firmer shall be the tone, in 
which I shall assert, and the freer the manner, in 
which I shall exercise it. ^ 

It is the ancient and undoubted prerogative of 
this people to canvass public measures, and the 
merits of public men. It is a ' homebred right,* a 
fireside privilege. It hath ever been enjoyed in 
eveiy house, cottage, and cabin in the nation. It is 
not to be drawn into controversy. It is as on- 
doubted as the right of breathing the air, or waUdng 
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on the earth. Belonging to private lifb as a right, 
it belongs to public life as a duty ; and it is the last 
duty, which those, whose Representative I am, shall 
find me to abandon. Aiming at all times to be cour- 
teous and temperate in its use, except when the right 
itself shall be questioned, I shall then cany it to its 
extent L shall place myself on the extreme bounda- 
ry of my right, and bid defiance to any arm that 
would move me from my ground. 

Thi» high constitutional privilege, I shall defend 
and exercise within this House, and without this 
House, and in all places ; in time of war, in time 
of peace, and at all times. Living I shall assert, 
dying I shall assert it ; and should I leave no other 
inheritance to my children, by the blessing of God, 
I will leave them the inheritance of free principles, 
aftd the example of a manly, independent, and con- 
stitutional defence of them, p. w£jmtsb. 



THB DECLARATION OP INDEPENDENCE COM- 
PARED WITH MAGNA CHARTA. 

It is as a great, solemn political act, that it de- 
mands OUT highest veneration. What had the 
w<Mrld ever seen that was equal, that approached to 
it 1 Go to antiquity — to Greece, to Rome — ^travel 
over France, Spain, Germany, and the whole of 
modiem continental Europe. All was comparative 
gloom ; political science had not risen. Go to the 
isles of tiie sea — ^to Britain, then the freest of na- • 
lions ; and Englishmen would proudly point you 
to their Magna Charta, as their most valuable birth- 
right, and the greatest bulwark of liberty, which 
any nation had raised. It was so. And yet how does 
it dwindle in the contrast with our DoclaratiQu of 



166 THX PBBKIW. 

Independence, which was a greater era in flM hb- 
toiy of mankind, than Magna Charta was in tiie 
history of England. The latter was a conoeenon, 
extorted by anned barons from their sovereign. It 
was, what is called a cAarfer, from the king, as Ae 
fountain of all right and power. He was their 
lord and master— the ultimate owner of all the sml 
in the kingdom ; and this was a grant, forced, it Is 
true, but still a grant , from his grace and fiiTour, 
allowing the exercise of some rights to his subjects, 
and consenting to some limits to his royal preroga- 
tive. 

The former is not a grant of privilegea to a por^ 
tion of a single nation — ^it is a dxclahatioit by a 
•whole people, of what before existed, and vrill al- 
ways exist, the native equality of the human race, 
as the true foundation of all political, of all human 
institutions. It was an i^sssBTioir, that we held 
our rights, as we hold our existence, by no charter, 
except from the Kifs of Kiires. It vindicated the 
dignity of our nature. It rested upon this < one in- 
extinguii^able truth, which never has been, and 
never can be, wholly eradicated from the human 
heart, placed as it is, in the very core and centre of 
it by its Maker, that man was not made the property 
of •man — ^that human power is a trust for human 
benefit, and that when it is abused, resistance be- 
comes justice and duty.' spaAaux ot xAiirx. 



CHARACTER OF MICHAEL ANOELO. 

• 

BvBLiMtTT of conception, grandeur of form, and 
breadth of manner, are the elements of Michael An- 
gelo's style. By these principles he selected or re- 
jected the ol^ects of imitation. As painter, as sculp- 
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tor, 99 ardiHect, he attempted, and above any other 
man succeeded, in uniting magnificence of plan 
and endless variety of subordinate parts with the 
utmost simplicity and breadth. 

His line is uniformly grand. Character anU 
beauty were admitted only as far as they could be 
made subservient to grandeur. The child, the fe- 
male, meanness, deformity, were by him indiscrimi- 
nately stamped with grandeur. A beggar rose from 
his hand the patriarch of poverty; the hump of his 
dwarf is impressed with dignity ; his infants teem 
with the man ; his men are a race of giants. 

To give the appearance of perfect ease to the 
most perplexing difficulty, was the exclusive power 
of Michael Angelo. He is the inventor of epic 
painting, in that sublime circle of the Sistine Cha- 
pel, which exhibits the origin, the progress, and the 
final dispensations of theocmcy. He has personi- 
fied motion in the groups of the cartoon of Pisa ; 
embodied sentiment on the monuments of St Lo- 
renzo, unravelled the features of meditation in the 
prophets and sybils of the chapel of Sixtus ; and, in 
the last judgment, with every attitude that varies 
the human body, traced the master trait of every 
passion that sways the human heart 

Though as sculptor, he expressed the character 
of flesh more perfectly than all who went before or 
came after him, yet he never submitted to copy an 
individual, Julio the second, only excepted ; and in 
bim he represented the reigning passion rather than 
the man. 

In painting, he contented himself with a nega- 
tive colour^ and, as the painter of mankind, rejected 
all meretricious ornament The fabric of St Peter, 
scattered into infinity of jarring parts by Bramante 
and his suoceHoiBy he concentrated; suspeaided the 
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cupola, and to the moat complex, gave the air of tiie 
most simple of edifices. 

Such was Michael Angelo, the salt of art ; some- 
times he, no doubt, had his moments of dereliction, 
deviated into manner, or perplexed the grandeur of 
his forms with futile and ostentatious anatomy* 
These fiiults met with armies of copyists, whilst his 
grandeur had go liVal. fusxu. 



CONNECTICUT RIVER. 

Fbox that lone hke, the sweetest of the chain 
That links the mountain to the mighty main. 
Fresh from the rock, and welling by the tree. 
Rushing to meet, and dare, and breast the sea — 
Fair, noble, glorious river ! in thy wave 
The simniest slopes and sweetest pastures lave ; 
The mountain torrent, with its wintry roar. 
Springs from its home and leaps upon thy than ; 
The promontories love thee — and for this 
Turn their rough cheeks, and stay thee for thy kiss. 

The blasts have rocked thy cradle, and in storm 
Covered thy couch, and swathed in snow thy foim. 
Yet, blessed by all the elements that sweep 
The clouds above, or the unfathomed deep, 
Tlie purest breezes scent thy blooming hUk, 
The gentlest dews drop in iby eddying rills ; 
By the mossed bank, and by the aged tree. 
The silver streamlet smoothest glides to thee. 

The young oak greets thee at the water's edge^ 
Wet by the wave, though anchored in the ledge. 
— ^'Tis there the otter dives, the beaver feeds, 
Where pensive oziers dip their vnllowy weeds ; 
And there the wild cat purrs amid her brood. 
And trains them in the sylvan solitude, 
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To watch the aqmrrel's leap, or mark tiie mink 
Paddling the water by thy quiet brink; 
Or to out-gaze the gray owl in the dark, 
Or hear the young fox practising to bark. 

Dark as the frost-nipped leaves that strewed the 

ground, 
The Indian hunter here his shelter found ; 
Here cut his bow and shaped his arrows true. 
Here built his wigwam, and his bark canoe. 
Speared the quick salmon leaping up the fidl, 
And slew the deer without the rifle ball. 
Here his young squaw her cradling tree would 

choose. 
Singing her chant, to hush her swart pappoose ; 
Here stain her quills, and string her trinkets rude, 
And weave her warrior's wampum in the wood. 

No more shall they thy welcome waters bless, 
No more their forms thy moonlit banks shall 

press. 
No more be heard, from mountain or from grove, 
His whoop of slaughter, or her song of love. 

Down sweeps the torrent ice — ^it may not stay 
By rock or bridge, in narrow or in bay — 
Swift, swifter to the heaving sea it goes. 
And leaves thee dimpling in thy sweet repose. 
— Yet as the unharmed swallow skims his way. 
And lightly drops his pinions in thy spray. 
So the swift sail shall seek thy inland seas. 
And swell and whiten in thy purer breeze. 
New paddles dip thy waters, and strange oars 
Feather thy wave, and touch thy noble shores. 

Thy noble shores ! where the tall steeple shines. 
At mid-day higher than thy mountain pines, 
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Where the white achoolhouse with its dail^ driU 
Of Bonbunit children smiles upon the hill ; 
Where the neat village grows upon the eye. 
Decked forth in nature's sweet simplicity — 
Where hard-won competence, the fiirmer^s wealth, 
Gains merit honour, and gives labour health ; 
Where Goldsmith's self might send his exiled 

band, 
To find a new ** Sweet Auburn" in our land. 

What Art can execute, or Taste devise. 
Decks thy fair course, and gladdens in thine eyes, 
As broader sweep the bendings of thy stream. 
To meet the^southem sun's more constant beam. 
Here cities rise, and sea-washed conunerce hails 
Thy shores, and winds with all her flapping sails 
From tropic isles, or firom the torrid main. 
Where grows the grape, or sprouts the sugarcane; 
Or from the haunts where the striped haddock play, 
By each cold northern bank and firbzen bay. 
Here, safe return^ firom every stormy sea. 
Waves the stripeid flag, the mantle of the firee ; 
— ^That star-lit flag, by all the breezes curl'd. 
Of yon vast deep, whose waters grasp the world. 

In what Arcadian, what Utopian ground. 
Are warmer hearts or manlier feelings found; 
More hospitable welcome, or more zeal 
To make the curious ** tarrying" stranger feel 
That, next to home, here best may he alnde, 
To rest and cheer bim by the chimney side ; 
Drink the hale former's cider, as he hears 
From the gray dame the tales of other years. 
Cracking lus shag-baiks as the aged crone. 
Mixes the true and doubtful into one. 
Telk how the Indian scalped the helpless chiU^ 
And bore its shrieking mother to the wild. 
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Bntdier'd the &ther hast'ning to his home, 
Seeking his cottage — ^finding but his tomb. 
How drums and -flags and troops were seen on 

high, 
Wheeling and charging in the northern skjw 
And that she knew' what these wild tokens meant. 
When to tlie Old French War her husband went. 
How, by the thunder-blasted tree was hid 
The golden spoils of &r-famed Robert Kid ; 
And then the chubby grandchild wants to know 
About the ghosts and witohes long ago, 
That haunted the old swamp. 

The clock strikes ten — 
The prayer is offered, nor forgotten then 
The stranger in their gates : — a decent rule 
Of Elders in thy puritanic school. 

When the fresh morning wakes him from his 

dream. 
And daylight smiles on rock, and slope, and ^ 

^stream, 
Are there not glossy curls, and sunny eyes 
As brightly Ut and bluer than thy skies. 
Voices, as gentle as an echoed call. 
And' sweeter than the softened water&ll. 
And lovely forms, as graceful and as gay 
As wild-brier budding in an April day — 
— ^How like the leaves — ^the fragrant leaves it 

bears. 
Their sinless purposes, and simple cares. 

Stream of my sleeping &thers ! when the sound 
Of coming war echoed thy hills around. 
How did thy sons start forth from every glade, 
Snatohing the musket where they left the spade ! 
How did tjpieir mothers urge them to the fight. 
Their sisters tell them to defend the right ; 

L 
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How bravely did they statid, how noMy ftD, 
The earth their coffin, and the tuif their pall ; 
How did the aged pastor light his eye» 
When, to his flock, he read the purpose high. 
And stem reeolve, whatever the toil might be» 
To pledge life, name,jrame, all-^for Liberty. 

Bold river I better suited are they waves 
To nurse the laurels clustering round their graves ; 
Then many a distant strecun, that soaks die mod 
Where ihy brave sons have shed their gallant 

blood, 
And felt, beyond all other mortal pain, 
They ne'er &ould see their happy home again. 



LORD THURLOW. 



At times, lord Thurlow was superlatively great 
It was the good fortune of the Reminisceilt, to hear 
his celebrated reply to the doke of Grafton, during 
the inquiry into lord Sandwich's administration of 
Greenwich hospital. His grace's action and de- 
livery, when he addressed the house, were singu- 
larly dignified and graceful ; but his matter was not 
eqiul to his manner. He reproached lord Thurlow 
with his plebeian extraction, and his recent admis- 
sion into the peerage. Particular circumstances 
caused lord Tliurlow's reply to make a deep impres- 
sion on the Reminiscent. His lordship haid spoken 
too often, and btgan to be heard with a civil but vi- 
sible impatience. Under these circumstances, he 
was atta^ed in the manner we have menti(xied. 
He lose from the woolsack, and advanced slowly to 
the place from wliich the chancellor generally ad- 
dresses the house ; then, fixing on the duke the look 
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of Jove, when he has grssped the thunder ;— ^ I am 
amazed/ he said, in a lerel taae of voice, * at the at- 
tack which the noble duke has made on me. Yes^ 
my lords/ considerably raising his voice, 'I am 
amazed .at his grace's speech. The noble duke can- 
not look before him, behind him, or on either side 
of him, without seeing some noble peer, who owes 
his seat in this house to his successful exertions in 
the profession to which I belong. Does he not feeT 
that it is as honourable to owe it to these, as to be* 
ing the accident of an accident ? — ^To all these no- 
ble lords, the language of the noble duke is as appli- 
cable and as insulting as it is to mysel£r But I don't 
fear to meet it single and alone. No one venerates 
the peerage more than I do, — ^but, my lords, I must 
say that the peerage solicited me, — not I the peerage. 
Nay more, I can say and will say, that, as a peer 
of parliament, — as speaker of this right honourable 
house, as keeper of the great seal, — as guardian of 
his majesty's conscience, — as lord high chancellor 
of England, nay, even in that character alone, in 
which the noble duke would think it an affix)nt to 
be considered, — but which character none can deny 
me, — as a man, I am at this moment as respectable ; 
— I beg leave to add, — ^I am at this time, as much 
respected as the proudest peer I now look down 
upon.' The effect of this speech, both within the 
walls of parliament and out of them, was prodigious. 
It gave lord Thurlow an ascendancy in ihe house> 
which no chancellor had ever possessed ; it invested 
him, in public opinion, with a character of indepen- 
dence and honour; and this, although he was ever 
on the unpopular side of politics, made him always 
popular with the people. 

butleb's bemlkiscevcbs. 
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SICILIAN SCENE. 

On night a masque was held within the walls 

Of a Sicilian palace ; the gayest flowers 

Cast life and beauty o'er Ihe marble iudb, * 

And, in remoter spots, fresh water-fisdls 

That 'rose half hidden by sweet lemon howeiB, 

A low and silver-voiced music made : 

And there the frail perfuming woodbine strayed. 

Winding its slight arms 'round the cypress boug^ 

And as in female trust seem'd there to grow^ 

Like woman's love midst sorrow flourid^g : 

And every odorous plant and brighter thing 

Bom of the sunny ^es and weeping rain. 

That fiY>m the bosom of the spring 

Starts into life and beauty once again, 

Blossom'd ; and there in waXka of evergreen 

Gay cavaliers and dames high-bom and &ir. 

Wearing that rich and melancholy smile 

That can so well beguile 

The human heart from its recess, were seen, 

And lovers full of love or studious care. 

Wasting their rhymes upon the soft night air, 

And spirits that never till the morning sleep. 

And, far away, the mountain iEtna flung 

Etemally its pyramid of flame 

High as the heavens, while from its heart there 

came 
Hollow and subterranean noises deep, 
And all around the constellations hung 
Their starry lamps, lighting the midnight siky. 
As to do honour to that revelry. 

COBRWALL. 
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MORNING TWILIGHT. 



Thx monntains are blue with the moniing air, 
And the woods are sparkling with dewy light ; 
The winds, as they wind through the hollows, bear 
The breath of the blossoms that waka by night ; 
Wide o'er the bending meadows roll 
The mists, like a lightly moving sea ; 
The smi is not risen — and over the whole 
There hovers a silent mystery. 

The pure blue ekj is in calm repose ; 

The pillowy clouds are sleeping there ; 

So stilly the brook in its covert flows, 

You would think its murmur a breath of ain 

The water that floats in the glassy pool. 

Half hid by the willows that line its brink. 

In its deep recess has a look so cool. 

One would worship its nymph, as he bent to drink. 

Pure and beautiful thoughts, at this early hour. 
Go o£f to the home of the bright and blessed ; 
They steal on the heart with an unseen power. 
And its passionate throbbings are laid at rest : 
O ! who would not catch, from the quiet sky 
And the mountains that soar in the hazy air. 
When his harbinger tells that the sun is nigh. 
The visions of bliss that are floating there. 

FSnCIYAL. 



MAY YOU DIE AMONG YOUR KINDRED. 

It is a sad thing to feel that we must die away 
from our home. Tell not the invalid who is yearn- 
ing after his distant country, that the atmosphere 
around him \b soft ; that the gales are filled with 
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balm, and the flowers are springing from the green 
earth ; — ^he knows that ihe softest air to his heart 
would be the air which hangs over his native land ; 
that more grateful than all the gales of the south, 
would bresdthe the low whispers of anxious aflGbction ; 
that the very Icicles clinging to his own eaves, and 
the snow beating against his own windows, would 
be for more pleasant to nis eyes, than the bloom 
and verdure which only more forcibly r^nind hni 
how fiur he is from that one spot which is dearer to 
him than the world beside. He may, indeed, find 
estimable friends who will do «dl in dieir power to 
promote his comfort and assuage fais puns; but 
they cannot supply the place of the long known 
and long loved ; they cannot read as in a book the 
mute language of his face ; thej have not leitfBed 
to wait upon his habits, and anticipate his wants, 
and he has not learned to communicate, without 
hesitation, all his washes, impressions, and thoughts 
to them. He feels that he is a stranger; and a 
more desolate feeling than that could not visit his 
souLr— How much is expressed by that form of 
oriental benediction, May you die among your kin- 
dred, GBXXSWOOD. 



THE STABS. 
Ys stirs, bright legions, that, before all time. 
Camped on yon plain of sapphire, what shall 
teU 
Your burning myriads, but the eye of Him 
Who bade through heaven your golden ehariols 

wheell 
Yet who, earfhboin, can see your hosts, nor 6e| 
Immortal impulses. Eternity ! 
What wonder if the overwrought soul shall red 
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With its own weight of thought, and the wild eye 
See fiite within your tracks of sleepless glory lie ? 

For ye behold the miohtisst. From that steep 

What ages have ye worshipped round your 
Kiitg! 
Te heard his trumpet sounded o'er the sleep 

Of earth ; ye heard the morning angels sing. 

Upon that orb, now o'er me quiTering, 
The gaze of Adam fixed from paradise; 

The wanderers of the deluge saw it spring 
Above the mountain surge, and hailed its rise, 
Lighting their lonely track with hope's celestial dyes. 

CR0I.T. 



CRATER OF KIRAUEA IN HA WAIL 

Ws travelled on, clearing every ohelo bush that 
grew near our path, till about two, p. m . when the 
crater of Kirauea suddenly burst upon our view. 
We expected to have seen a mountain, with a broad 
base, and rough, indented sides, composed of loose 
slags or hardened streams of lava, and whose sum- 
mit would have presented a rugged wall of scoria, 
forming the rim of a mighty caldron. But, instead 
of this, we found ourselves on the edge of a steep 
precipice, with a vast plain before us, fifteen or six- 
teen miles^in circumference, and sunk from two 
hundred to four hundred feet below its original 
level.* The sur&ce of this plain was uneven, and 
strewed over with large stones and volcanic rocks, 
and in the centre of ,it was the great crater, at the 
distance of a mile and a half from the precipice on 
which we were standing. Our gruides led us round 
towards the north end of the ridge, in order to find 
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a place by which we might descend to die plain 
below. As we passed along, we obsenred the na- 
tives, who had hitherto refused to touch any of the 
ohelo berries, now gather several bunches, and, after 
offering a piurt to one of their gods, Pel^, eat them 
very freely. They did not use much ceremony in 
their acknowledgment ; but when they had plucked 
a branch containing several clusters of berries, they 
turned their faces towards the place whence the great- 
est quantity of smoke and vapour issued, and, break- 
ing the branch they held in their hand in two, they 
threw one part down the precipice. 

We walked on to the north end of the ridge, 
where, the precipice being less steep, a descent to 
the plain below seiemed practicable. It required, 
however, the greatest caution, as the stones and 
fragments of. rock frequently gave way under our 
feet, and rolled down from above; but, with all our 
care« we did not reach the bottom without several 
falls and slight bruises. 

The steep which we had descended was formed 
of volcanic matter, apparently a light red and gray 
kind of lava, vesicular, and lying in horizontal strata, 
vaiying in thickness from one to forty feet In a 
small number of places, the different strata of lava 
were also rent in perpendicular or oblique directions, 
from the pap to the bottom, either by earthquakes or 
other violent convulsions of the ground, connected 
with the action of the adjacent volcano. Afier 
walking some distance over the sunken plain which 
in several places sounded hollow under our feet, we 
at length came to the edge of the great crater, where 
a spectacle sublime and even appalling, presented 
itself before us — 

" We stopped, and trembled/* 
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Astoiiiflhme&t and awe for some moments ren- 
dered us mute, and, like statuesy we stood fixed to 
the spot, with our eyes riveted on the abyss below. 
Immediately before us yawned an immense gulf, in 
the form of a crescent, about two miles in length, 
from north-east to south-west, nearly a mile in 
width, and apparently eight hundred feet deep. 
The bottom was covered with lava, and the south- 
-west and northern parts of it w,ere one vast flood of 
burning matter, in a state of terrific ebuUtion, rolling 
to .and firo its " fiery surge" and flaming billows. 
Fifty-one conical ialands, of varied form and size, 
containing as many craters, rose eitl^r round th^ 
edge or from the surface of the burning lake. 
Twenty-two constantly emitted columns of gpray 
smoke, or pyramids of brilliant flame ; and several 
of these at the same time vomited firom their ignited 
mouths streams of lava, which rolled in blazing tor- 
rents down their black, indented sides into the boil- 
ing mass below. 

The existence of these conical craters led us to 
conclude, that the boiling caldron of lava before us 
did not form the focus of the volcano ; that this mass 
of melted lava was comparatively shallow ; and that 
the basin in which it was contained was separated, 
hy a stratum of solid matter, firom the great volcanic 
abyss, which constant^ poured out its melted con- 
tents through these numerous craters into this re- 
servoir. We were fiirther inclined to this opinion, 
firom the vast columns of vapour continually ascend- 
ing from the chasms in the vicinity of the sulphur 
hsynks and pools of water, for they must have been 
produced by other fire than that which caused the 
ebulition in the lava at the bottom of the great cra- 
ter ; and also by noticing a great number of small 
cnten, in vigorous action, situated high up the sides 
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of the great gulf, «nd ai^parenUy quite detM^ifid frcm 
it The streams of lava whidi they emitted roUed 
down into the lake, and minjgled with the melted 
mass, which, tiiough thrown up hy diffeiBiit i^ter- 
tnres, had, perhaps, heen origmally fused in one 
▼ast furnace. 

The sides of the gulf before us, although campos- 
ed of different strata of ancient lava, were peipen- 
dicnlar for about fopr hundred feet, and rose from a 
wide horizontal ledge of solid bladL lava of izragular 
breadth, but extended completely round. Beneath 
this ledge the sides sloped gradually towards the 
burning lake, which vras, as nearly as we could 
judge, three or four hundred feet lower. It was 
evident that die large crater had been "receaHj filled 
vtrith liquid lava up to ibis Mack ledge, and had, by 
some subterranean canal, emptied itself into the sea, 
or upon the low land on die shore ; and in all 
probalnlity this evacuation had caused the inondatioa 
of the Kapapala coast, which took place, as we aAer- 
wards learned, about three weeks prior to onr visit 
The gray, and in some places apparently calcined, 
sides of the great crater before ns; the fissures 
which interse^ed the surfiu» of the phdn on which 
we were standing ; the l<mg banks of snlphor on the 
<^ppodte side of the abyss ; the vigorous action of 
the nnmerous small cnten on its borders ; the dense 
columns of vapour and smoke that rose at the north 
and south end of the plain ; together with the ridge 
of steep rocks by which it was surrounded, rising 
probably, in some places, three or four hundred feet 
in perpendicular height, — ^presented an inrmense 
volcanic panorama, the eflfect of which was grea^ 
augmented by the constant roaring of the vast fur- 
naces below. • 

After the first feelings of astonishment had suhnd* 
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ed, we Temaxned « coni^derable time contemplatiBg 
a floene, which it is impossible to describe, and which 
fflled us with wonder and admiration at the ahnost 
ovenirbehvaBg manifestation it afibids of the power 
ckf that dread Being who created the worl^ and^ 
who has declared that by £relie will one dacy destroy 
it. We then walked along the West side of the 
caater, and in half an hour reached the north end. 

BLUS. 



THE 6KBEN UNNET. 

IJpoir yon tuft of hazel trees, 
That twinkle to the g^uSty breeze. 
Behold him perched in ecstacies, 
Yet seeming still to hover ; 
There ! where the flutter of his wings 
Upon his back and body flings 
Shadows and sunny glunmerings, 
• That cover him all over. 

While thns before my eyes he gleams, 
A brother of the leaves he seems. 
When in a moment forth he teems 

His little song in gushes: 
As if it pleased him to disdain 
The voiceless form he chose to feign. 
While he was dandng with the train, 

Of leaves among llie bushes. 

WOBDSWORTV. 



THE HUMAN VOICE. 

We are all sensible of the varieties of the hn- 
iBm voice ; we distinguish our acquaintances by its 
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tones, as anerringly as by the featofes of the 
face ; and in speaking of each other we refer to 
its qualities as constituting a most essential point 
in our descriptions. Yet how few of us have any 
distinct consciousness of the immense influence 
which the tones of the Toice exercise; not only in 
qualifying the import of our words, but in com- 
municating, almost independent of Uiem, the most 
delicate sensations, as well as the most violent emo- 
tions, and in disdoong the deepest and most hidden 
traits of the " concealeid heart'' 

Every one feels how many phisiognoraical pecn- 
Itarities are indiasolubly connected with certain 
moral and intellectual qualities ; but this connex- 
ion is far less extensive and fixed, than that be- 
tween peculiar tones and these qualities. 

From the first to the last breath of our existence, 
the voice takes its character firom the mind and the 
heart Education, as it modifies our other attri- 
butes, may modify this, and even bestow command 
over some of its powers ; still its tones will remain 
the true index of the soul. The .various changes, 
from the angelic innocence of the little child, 
through the joys of childhood, the hopes of youth, 
and the designs of maturity, down to the indifior- 
ence of old age, continually produce their cones- 
ponding changes in the tones of the voice. 

What description of the purity, the innocence, 
the helplessness of an infant, could move our hearts 
towards the little being like its sweet and wordless 
tones ; what call of distress so irresistibly draws as- 
sistance, as the cries of its wants and pains. Na- 
ture has given to these tones a peculiar power com- 
mensurate with its entire dependence upon us, and 
we are its seivators. 

Then is there on earth any thing like the playfbl 
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and joyous tones through which 8iter«hildhood 
poura out its unchained spirit 1 Nothing — ^no wit, 
no humour, no exhilaration of the maturo man has 
power over our sympathies like the buists from the 
spotfess hearts of laughing children. 

In youth, that state between the artless child and 
artful adult, when the bosom is in pcsrpetoal corm 
motion, its hapdn and its passions assuming Aew 
positions and* new combinations, kalddoscope like, 
at every new incident that agitates the mind — ^how 
impotent are mere words — ^how meagre would be 
the pictures of the heart, without the tones of the 
Toioe peculiar to that age. 

In manhood,- when the mind directs every act 
and every speech according to design, good or bad, 
and attempts to bend every incident to its purposes, 
we acquire the art of appearing what we wish to be 
thought instead of what we re«lly are, for 

" All the world's a staf^e, 
And all the men and women merely playera." 

£very thing that is of us yields to the cunning 
devices of the mind except the voice. The tones 
which belong to particular emotions cannot be alto- 
gether suppressed, nor can the most consummate hy- 
pocrisy perfectly imitate those tones where the emo- 
tions do not exist Hence it is that the pure, the 
simple, the upright, the sincere, need no vouchers ; 
they have only to speak, and the tones of their 
voice beget at once implicit faith. Deception may 
practise her wiles in every other way; she may 
force the eye to vreep, the hps to smile, the tongue 
to utter fJBike words, but she essays in vain to sub- 
due entirely the tones of the voice. At every mo- 
ment they rebel in favour of truth. 

From old age we need no declarations of decayed 
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setBiSttfities, of mdiffisrence to ihe exciiemeiitsofdw 
younger world, of loved repose ;— fhis stage of mo^ 
ttHity has its own tones, which conTey the sad tnth 
of decay, in dei^ite of all the treasured j^oasea of 
former and more vigorous habits. 

Between fiiends, lovers, parents, and childran. in 
ail the dearer relationships of life, mere woids an 
" as the idle wind,'' that passes unheeded fay ; it is 
to the tones of Ihe voice that they liaten thosn 
ever true messengers between mind and mind and 
heart and heart Even in our slighter ittteroouna 
with the world, the attractions and aversions wUch 
we feel towards particular persons depend, moiB 
than upon any ttung else, perhaps, on the inqptw- 
sions received firom the tones of the voice. 

That eloquence which rivets every eye of an im- 
mense assembly on the speaker, and makes eveiy 
bosom swell with his ovm; — ^that acting whidi 
hushes an ai^ience into death-like silence, and 
bathes every eye in tears, does not depend upon the 
mere words, the attitudes and gesticulations, — hot 
upon the voice. These are the mere outlines ; the 
orator's and the actor's impassioned tones perfeet die 
figures, put on the colouring and shadow, and give 
the picture its life and beauty. 

At every stage of life, — ^under the influence of 
every passion, — amidst all the various scenes of bu- 
siness, of love, of hate, of enjoyment, and of miseiy, 
the tones of the voice, and diey only, denote us 

truly. SB. J. B. BIACK. 



BLINDNESS OP MILTON. 
Thebe lived a divine old man, whose everlasting 
remains we have all admired, whose rnemoiy is Ihfi 
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prUe €if England and of nature. His youth was 
distuigcdfl&ed by a ha^^ier lot than perhaps genius 
has often enjoyed at ^ commencement of its ca- 
leer ; he was enabled, by the libeifllity of Providence, 
to dedicate his soul to the cultivation of those clas* 
aicai aocomplishraents, in which almost his inftncy 
d^ighted ; he had attracted admiration at the pe* 
nod when, it it most exquisitely felt ; he stood forth 
the literary and political champion of republican 
England ; and Europe acknowledged him the con- 
queror. But the storm arose; Us fortune sank 
with ^e republic which he had defended ; the name 
which future ages have consecrated was forgotten ; 
and neglect was embittered by remembered celebrity. 
Age was advancing. Health was retreating. Na- 
ture hid her face from him forever ; for never more 
to him returned 

** Day, or the sweet approach of Qven or mom, 
Or Bight of vernal bloom, or bummer'a rose. 
Or flocks or herds, or human ftioe divine.*' 

What was the raAige of the deserted veteran from 
penury — ^from neglect — ^from infamy-^from dark- 
ness ? Not in a querulous and peevish despondency ; 
not in an unmanly recantation of principles, erroneous 
but unchanged ; not in the tremendous renunciation 
of what Heaven has given, and Heaven alone 
should take away ; but he turned from a distracted 
country and a voluptuous court; he turned from 
triumphant enemies and inefficient friends; he 
turned from a world, that to him was a universal 
blank, to the muse that sits among the dierubim, 
and she caught him into heaven ! — ^The clouds that 
obscured his visions upon earth, instanteously va- 
nished before the blaze of celestial efTulgebce, and his 
eyes opened at once upon all the glories and ter- 
roiB of the Almighty, the seats of eternal beatitude 
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and bottomlett perdiUon. What though to look 
upon the fiice of this earth was sUIl denied 1 wfaa& 
was it to him, that one of the outcast atoms of crea- 
tion was concealed from Us view, when the JMty 
permitted the muse to unlock his miyBteiies, and 
disclose to the poet the recesses of the uniTerse— 
when she hade its soul expand into its immensty, 
and enjoy as well its horrors as its magnificence ? 
what was it to him that he had .<< &Uen upon eril 
days and evil tongues V for the muse could trans- 
plant his spirit into the howers of Eden, where the 
firown of fortune was dinegarded, and the weight 
of incumbent infirmity forgotten, in the smile ^ui 
heamed on primeval innocence, and the tear that 
was consecrated to man's first disobedience. 

worn. 



THE UNKNOWN ISLES. 



Oh ! many are the beauteous isles 

Unknown to human eye, 

That, sleeping 'mid the ocean smiles. 

In happy silence lie. 

The ^ip may pass them in the night. 

Nor the sailors know what a lovely sight 

Is resting on the main ; 

Some wandering ship who hath lost her way, 

And never, or by night or day. 

Shall pass these isles 8^;ain. 

There, groves that bloom in endless spring 

Are rustling to the radiant wing 

Of birds in various plumage bright, 

As rainbow hues, or davirning light 

Soft falling showers of blossoms fair, 

Float ever on the fragrant air, 
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I^Ee diowen of Temal adow ; 

And firom the froit-tree spreadhig tall, 

The richly ripened dusters fall 

Oft as sea-breezes blow. 

The sun and clouds alone possess 

The joy of all that loveliness ; 

And sweetly to each other smile 

The liTe-long day — sun, cloud, and isle. 

How silent lies each shattered bay ! 

No other visitors have* they 

To their shores of silvery sand, 

Than the waves that, murmuring in their glee. 

All hurrying in a joyful band. 

Come dancing from the aea.' - wilsov. 



AMOTHEB. 

Who should it be 1 — ^Where shouldst thou look for 

kindness, 
When we are sick, where can we tarn for succour 1 
When we are v^retched, where can we complain ? 
And when the world looks cold and surly on us. 
Where can we go to meet a wanner eye, 
With such sure confidence as to a mother 1 

jroAinrA bailux. 



MODESTY. 

A TiDLBT by a mossy stone. 
Half hidden from Uie eye !— 

Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 

WOftDSWOETH. 
M 
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AUTHORSHIP. 
It WBi a fiiTOiirite remaik of the late Mr. Whit- 
bread, that no man does anything from a single 
motive. The eepaxate motives, or, rather, moods of 
mind, which produced the preceding reflections and 
anecdotes have been laid open to the reader in each 
separate instance. But, an interest in the welfare 
of those who, at the present time, may be in cir- 
cumstances not dissimilaf' to my own at my first en- 
trance into life, has been the constant accompani- 
ment, and, (as it were,) the under-song of all my 
feelings. Whitbhsad, exerting the prerogative of 
his laureateship, addressed to youthful poets a po- 
etic GHAaoE, which is perhaps the best, and certainly 
the most interesting of his works. With no other 
privilege than that of sympathy and sincere good 
wishes, I would address an affectionate exhortaion 
to the youthful literati, grounded on my own expe- 
rience. It will be but short ; for the beginning, nud- 
dle, and end, converge to one charge : neyxb pum- 

SUB LITBBATUBS AS A TRADE. With the eXCdp- 

tion of one extraordinary man, I have never known 
an individual, least of all an individual of genius, 
healthy or happy without a profesnon, i. e. some 
regular employment which does not depend on the 
will of the moment, and which can be carried on so 
far mechanicallyf that an average quantum only of 
health, spirits, and intellectual exertion, are requi- 
site to its faithful discharge. Three hours of lei- 
sure, unannoyed by any alien anxiety, and looked 
forward to with delight as a change and recreation, 
will sujQ^ to • realize in literature a larger product 
of what is truly g'enial, than weeks of compulsiwL 
Money and immediate zspntation, form only an ar- 
bitrary and accidental end of literary labour. The 
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hepe of increaong them by any g^iven ocertion, will 
often prove a stimulant to industry ; but the necea- 
sUtf of acquiring them, will, in all works of genius, 
convert the stimulant into a narcotic. Motives by ex- 
cess reverse their very nature, and instead of excit- 
ing, stun and stupify the mind. For it is one con- 
txadistinetion of genius from talent, that its predo- 
minant end i« always comprised in the meuis ; and 
this 18 one of the many points which establish an 
analogy between genius and virtue. Now, thoi^h 
talents may exist without genius, yet as genius can- 
not exist, certainly not manifest itself, without ta- 
lents, I would advise every scholar who feels the geni- 
al power working within him, so far to make adivi- 
sion between the two, as that he should devote his 
talents to the acquirement of competence in some 
known trade or profession, and his genius to'objects 
of his tranquil and unbiased choice ; while the con- 
sciousness of being actuated in both alike by the sin- 
cere desire to perform his duty, will alike ennoble 
both. My dear young friend, (I would say,) " sup- 
pose yourself established in any honourable occupar 
tion. From the manufactory, or counting-house, 
firom the law court, or from having visited your last 
patient, you return at evening, 

*' Dear tranquil time when the sweet sense of home 
Is sweetest " 

to your family, prepared for its social enjoyments, 
ynih. the very countenances of your wife and chU- 
dren brightened, and their voice of welcome, made 
doubly welcome by the knowledge that, as far as 
they are concerned, you have satisfied the demands 
of Uie day by the labour of the day. Then, when 
you retiro into your study, in the books on your 
shelves, you ravisit so many venerable friends with 
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wbom yon can ooiiTene. Toor own qiirit, acaroely 
1mm free from penonal anxielies ttam tbe groul 
minds that, in those books, are still living for yoii! 
Etsd your writing desk with its blank p^ier, and 
all its odier implements, will appear as a chabt of 
flowers, capaUe of linking your feelinga, as well as 
thoughts, to events and characters past or to eonw ; 
not a chain of iron, which binds you down to 
think of the jfuture and the remote, by recalling the 
claims and fiselings of the peremptory present But 
why should I say retire ? The habits of active life 
and daily intercourse with the stir of the world, wiU 
tend to give you such self-command, that the pre- 
sence of your fitmily will be no intemiption. Nay, 
the social silence or undisturbing voices of a wife or 
sister, will be like a restorative atmo^here, or soft 
music, which moulds a dream without becoming its 
object If fiicts are required to i»ove the possibility 
of combining weighty performances in literature with 
full and independent emplojrment, the works of Ci- 
cero and Xenophon among the andents, of sir Th^ 
mas Moore, Bacon, Baxter, or, to refinr, at once, to 
later aUd contempoiary instances, Dab wiir and Bos- 
cos, are at once decisive of the (Question. 

Whatever be the profession or trade chosen, the 
advantages are many and important, compared with 
the state of a mere Uteraiy man, who, in any degree 
depends on the sale of his works for the necessaries 
and comforts of life. In the former a man lives in 
sympathy with the world in which he lives. At 
least he acquires a better and quicker taot for the 
knowledge of that with which men in general can 
sympathise. He learns to manage iiis genius more 
I»udentiy and efficaciously. His powers and acquire- 
ments gain him likewise more roal admiration, lor 
they surpass the legitimate expectations of otbeans. — 
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He is something besides an author, and is not there- 
fore considered merely as an author. The hearts of 
men are open to him as to one of their own class ; and 
whether he exerts himself or not in the conversation- 
al circles of his acquaintance, his silence is not attri- 
buted to pride, nor his communicativeness to vanity. 
To these advantages I vnll venture to add a superior 
chance of happmess in domestic life, were it only that 
H is as natural for the man to be out of the circle of 
his household during the day, as it is meritorious for 
the woman to remain for the most part within it But 
this subject involves points of consideration so nu- 
merous and so delicate, and would not only permit, 
but require such ample documents from the biogra- 
phy of literary men, that I now merely allude to it in 
transitu. When the same circumstance has occur- 
red at very different times to very different persons, 
tSy of whom have some one thing in common, there 
is reason to suppose that such circumstance is not 
merely attributable to the persona concerned, but is, 
in some measure, occasioned by the one point in 
common to them all. Instead of the vehement and 
almost slanderous dehortation from marriage, which 
the Ji^ogyne, in Boccaccio, addresses to literary 
men, I would substitute the simple advice: be not 
merely a man of letters ! Let literature be an ho- 
nourable augmentcoion to your arms, but not consti- 
tute the coat, or fill the escutcheon ! colbaidox. 



MY SISTER. 



Mivi eyes have seen the beautiful, 

Mine ears have heard their thrilling voice, 

My heart has felt their potent rule — 
The fears of hope, the hope of joys^ 
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But never has my sight approved 

A fairer than my sister— no I 
Kone other somid so much hath moved 

As her " dear brother'* spoken low. 

▲Kojr. 



BEAUTY OF FLOWERS AND SHELLS. 
Wht, for example, are flowery in general so ex- 
quisitely beautiful as vre find them, if it be not to 
exhibit to us the hand of God, and to a£ford us, even 
in the colouring of a blossom, a manifestation of 
himself, and a rational cause for turning our 
thoughts towards him 1 Look with a magnifier at 
the flower of London pride, or of Forget me not, 
and inquire of yourself why these minute objects are 
so lovely, why scarcely any of the larger flowen 
excel, and not many equal them; extend your ob- 
servation to some of the minute insects, and reflect 
why they are dressed in colours as brilliant as those 
of the peacock ; magnify a gnat, and consider tha 
superb feathered antenns which grace its head, exa- 
mine its whole structure, see the wonderful mechaor 
ism which is in every part, the minute perfection, 
the elaborate finishing of this little being ; remember 
that, in addition to the structure, there are its appe- 
tites and fimctions, its organs of breathmg, its mus- 
cles of motion, its several senses, and perhaps its 
passion^. Think on these, but not with, the tranai- 
' toTy admiration which we often observe in peroons 
who for a first or second time see objects in a mi- 
croscope. Be not content with the cold acknow- 
ledgment that it is one of the wonderful woiks of 
nature, and then let it slip from your memory. I 
tell you it is the work of Grod ; and I believe that 
the too liberal use of the tcnn nature, has g;iven 
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rise to much of the apathy with which the oh- 
jects of the creation are regarded. It is very true, 
indeed, that when we say nature produces a plant, 
or an animal, the true meaning is that God does 
so, nature here being used as a synonymous term ; 
but still the word has so many applications, and 
it is employed in such a variety of ways, that we 
insensibly get into the habit of using it, in natu- 
ral hist(»y and other sciences, as if it were some in- 
ferior power, or agent, acting by itself; and we talk 
of the works of nature without any impression being 
on our minds at the time, that they are in truth the 
works of the Deity himself. 

To prove that we often find the greatest beauty 
vrhere we might least expect it, let us examine a 
fine collection of shells. The animals which form 
and inhabit them, generally reside in situations 
where it is almost impossible for us to learn anything 
of their history : but see what compensation we have 
for that. The skin of a quadruped, or a bird, will 
soon perish unless the greatest pains have been 
taken to preserve it by some antiseptic wash or*pow- 
der ; and if it be stuffed, every care is required tcT 
keep it from damp and insects. But if it be difficult 
to preserve a quadruped or bird, we have opportu- 
nities of recording its history, of observing its ha- 
bits, and of adding to our knowledge of it, in its 
living state. In the inhabitant of Hie shell, that is 
next to impossible ; we cannot reside with it at the 
bottom of the sea. We cannot study its manners, 
habits, and modes of working, as we can those of a 
bee. But of all objects for forming a beautiful and 
permanent collection, the coverings in which the 
animals reside, are perhaps the best. These co- 
verings, or shells, are infinitely varied ; some are 
maiked with the most rich and beautiful colours, and 
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with the greatest variety of pendfing; thrar fiamis 
ara endleaa. ** What," says Pliny, *< can he more 
gratifying than to view nature in all her iiregn- 
larities, and sporting in her variety of dxells ! sadt 
a difference of colour do they exhibit ! such a difier* 
ence of figure ! flat, concave, long, lineated, drawn 
round in a circle, the orbit cut in two ! Some aie 
seen with -a rising on the back^ some smooth, some 
wrinkled, toothed, streaked, the point variouisly in- 
toTted, the mouth pointing like a dagger, folded 
back, bent inward ; all these variations^ and many 
more, furmah at once novelty, elegance and specu- 
lation.*' 

There is no trouble in preserving them, there Is no 
fear of their decaying by time, they will be the aapie 
in fifty years as ^ey are to-day ; and hence if thero 
bo almost insuperable difficulties in getting a know- 
ledge of the inhabitants, there is the greatest dua- 
lity of becoming acquainted with the habitations. 
Many, indeed, object to conchology, because we 
cannot learn the history of the animals themselves ; 
but though we may regret that circumstance, we 
should not, therefore, disdain giving our sancticm to 
the science; for, though we cannot become acquaint- 
ed with the architect, that should be no reason for 
withholding our admiration of the architecture, and 
our gratitude should be raised towards the Supreme 
Builder of all, when we consider that he has so or- 
dered that innumerable gelatinous animals, having 
perhaps little beauty themselves, should, at the hot* 
tom of the ocean, be invested with such elegant 
coverings as those shells are which our cabinets el- 
hibit. Many shell-fish, I must however observe, 
inhabit the sands and rocks of the shores, and the 
history and structure of some of them have been tole- 
rably well ascertained. dbvmxoxd. 
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AUGUST. 

The quiet August noon is come : 

A slumberous silence fiUs the sky* 
The fields are still, the woods are dumb. 

In glassy sleep the waters lie. 
O, how unlike those merry hours 

In sunny June, when earth laughs out ; 
When the freah winds make love to flowers. 

And woodlands sing, and waters shout I — 
When in the grass sweet waters talk, 

And strains of tiny music swell 
From every moss-cup of the rock, 

Trom every nameless blossom's bell ! 
But now a joy too deep for sound, 

A peace no other season knows. 
Hushes the heavens, and wraps the ground— 

Hie blessing of supreme repose. 
Away ! I will not be, to-day, 

The only slave of toil and care ; 
Away from desk and dust away 

1*11 be as idle as the air. 
Beneath the open sky abroad. 

Among the plants and breathing thingSy 
The sinless, peaceful works of God, 

I'll share Uie calm the season brings. 
Come thou, in whose soft eyes I see 

The gentle meaning of the heart. 
One day amid the woods with thee. 

From men and all their cares apart ; 
And_ where, upon the meadow's breast. 

The shadow of the thicket lies, 
The blue wild flowers thou gatherest 

Shall glow yet deeper near thine eyes. 
Come— and when 'mid the calm profound, 

I turn those gentle eyes to seel^ 
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They, like the lovely landscape round. 

Of innocence and peace shall speak. 
Rest here, beneath the nnmoving shade. 

And on the silent valleys gaze, 
Winding and widening till tibey &de 

In yon soft ring of summer haze. 
The village trees their summits rear 

Still as its spire : and yonder flock. 
At rest in those calm fields appear 

As chiselled from the lifeless rock. 
One tranquil mount the scene overlooks. 

Where the hushed winds their Sabbath keep, 
While a near hum from bees and brooks. 

Gomes feintly like the breath of sleep* 
Well might the gazer deem, that when. 

Worn with the struggle and the strife. 
And heart-sick at the sons of men, 

The good forsake the scenes of life, — 
Like the deep quiet, that awhile 

Lingers the lovely landscape o'er. 
Shall be the peace whose holy smile 

Welcomes them to a happier shore. 

BBTASTk 



VALUE OP CLASSICAL LEARNING. 

In* our opinion there are many and great advan- 
tages to be derived from a study of the classics. It 
must be allowed, that even the commentators have 
not been without their use ; they have often thrown 
much light upon history, as well as their author; and 
afforded great facilities to those who would sedc, 
with higher views, what is really valuable in the 
productions of Greece and Rome. At that early 
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period of life, when the Iang:uage8 of these natbns 
are usually learned, their study afTords a useful dis- 
cipline to the mind, which could not, perhaps, at 
that age, be so well derived from any other source. 

In discovering the meaning of a passage, there is 
not only a vigorous exercise of the powers of inven- 
tion and comprehension, but in that grammatical 
analysis of each sentence, which is necessary for 
this Durpose, a constant process of reasoning is car- 
ried on. By translation, a youth, while he acquires 
that copiousness of expression so much insisted on 
by Quinctitian, forms, at the same time, the habit 
of nicely discriminating the import of words, and 
pcrceivmg their minutest shades of difference, and 
this much more from the dead than living languages, 
because their idiom and modes of combination vary 
more from our own. 

The importance of the early formation of this habit 
will be obvious to those who consider that language 
is not only the vehicle of our thoughts, when we im- 
part them to others, but the very body in which they 
appear to ourselves. We think in propositions, and 
in proportion to the propriety and definiteness of 
our words, will be those of our ideas. It is true that, 
during the period we have mentioned, many facts 
in geography, civil and even natural history, might 
be stored in the memory. But, not to mention that, 
especially with the children of the wealthy, there is 
time enough for all these, we hold it to be a maxim, 
that discipline, rather than knowledge, should be the 
object of education. 

We do not consider that youth as best taught who 
has read or knows the most, but him who carries 
into the world an understanding formed successfully 
to grapple with whatever sulject may be proposed, 
and most able, in whatever situation he may be 
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placed, to think ttid act with aagadty, with tnA 
and effect. The languages of the dMaacM, once ao> 
quired, open to the matuier taete and jadgment all 
the stores of ancient wisdom, poetiy and eloquence. 
Nor is it a slight knowledge of the diaracter and 
manners of a people, their habit of thinking and 
feeling, their progress in philosophy .and morals^ 
which may be obtained from the mere yocabohiy 
and peculiar modes of expression prevalent among 
them. To be convinced of this, we have but to 
lecolleet how many ideas in intellectual and mord 
science, and even more in the relations, duties and 
endearments of domestic life, are, with their appro- 
priate terms, common among us, which cannot be 
eipressed in the language of the Romans. 

vmisBiz. 



THE IVY. 

Wet is it that eTovy one is pleased with the com- 
mon ivy 1 There is a charm about that plant which 
all feel, but none can tell why. Observe it hanging 
from the arch of some old bridge, and consider the 
degree of interest it gives to that object The bridge 
itself may be beautifully situated ; the stream pass* 
ing through its arches clear and copious ; but still 
it is the ivy which gives the finish and picturesque 
efifect Mouldering towers, and castles, and ruined 
cloisters, interest our feelings in a degree more or , 
less by Uie circumstance of their being covered or 
not by the ivy. Precipices, which else would exhi- 
bit only their naked, barren walls, are clothed by it 
in a rich and beautifiil vesture.. Old trees, whose 
trunks it surrounds, assume a great variety of as- 
pect ; and, indeed, it is a most imp(»tant agent in 



fonning the beauty and variety of rural landscape. 
It is also as useful as it is beautiful ; and among itf 
uses I would include the vexy thing of which I am 
now speaking, for I have no idea that the forms and 
colours in nature please the eye by a sort of chance. 
If I admire the ivy clinging to and surmounting 
some time-worn tower, and the various tints that 
diversify the parts of the ruin not hidden by it, I 
can only refer the pleasure I ezperience to the na^ 
tural constructi<m of the human mind, which the 
Almighty has formed to feel a pleasure in contem- 
plating the external world around it. Who is in- 
sensible to the beauties o£ nature at the rising and 
setting of the summer's suni Who can behold 
the moonbeams reflected from some silent river, lake, 
or sea, and not feel happy in' the sight ? None, I 
believe, in early life. When hardened in the ways 
of men — when the chief good pursued is the aeeu- 
mulation of wealth, the acquisition of power, or the 
pursuit of pleasure, so called, — then mankhid lose 
a sense of the beauties of nature ; but never, pw- 
haps, till then. A love for them is inherent in the 
mind, and almost always shows itself in youlh ; 
and if cherished at that period, by education, would 
seldom be destroyed or become dormant in after 
fife, as it now so generally is. 

The ivy is of vast advantage to the smaller birds, 
as it affords them shelter in winter, and a retreat for 
buildmg their nests in spring and summer. It is 
in fructification in October and November, and the 
sweet juice which its flowers exude supports an in- 
finity of insects in autumn, while its berries are a 
store of nutriment for many birds in early spring. 

smnuiovD. 
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LINES WRITTEN IN A BLANK LEAF OF LA FE- 
ROUflE^S VOYAGEa 

LoTXD Voyager ! whose pages had a zest 
More sweet ^an fiction to my wand'ring hreast. 
When, rapt in fimcy, many a boyish day 
I tracked, his wanderings o'er the watery way, 
Roam'd round the Aleutian isles in waking dreams^ 
Or pfaickM Hiejleur-de^ys by Jesso's streams^ 
Or gladly leap'd on that fax Tartar strand. 
When Europe's anchor ne'er had bit the sand. 
Where scarce a roving wild tribe cross'd the i^ain. 
Or human voice broke nature's silent reign ; 
But vast and grassy deserts feed the bear, 
And sweeping deer-herds dread no hunter's 8iiue» 
Such, young delight his real records brought, 
His truth so touch'd romantic springs of thought. 
That all my after-life— his fete and fame. 
Entwined romance with La Perouae's name. — 
Fair were his ships, expert his gallant crewi^ — 
And glorious was the emprise of La Perouse, 
Humanely glorious ! Men will weep for him, 
When many a guilty martial feme is dim : 
He plough'd the deep to bind no captive's chain — 
Pursued no rapine — strew'd no wreck with dain ; 
And, save that in the deep themselves lie low, 
.. His heroes pludiL'd no wreath from human woe. 
'Twas his the earth's remotest bounds to scan. 
Conciliating with gifts barbaric man — 
Enrich the world's contemporaneous mind. 
And amplify the picture of mankind. 
Far on the vast Pacific— midst those isles. 
O'er which the earliest mom of Asia smiles. 
He sounded and gave charts to many a shora 
And gulf of Ocean new to nautic lore ; 
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Tet he that ted discovery o'er tlie wave. 

Still fills himself an undiscovered grave. 

He came not back, — ^Conjeeture's cheek grew pale, 

Year after yeax'^in no propitioos gale. 

His Ulied banner held its homeward way, 

And science saddened at her marty'rs stay 

An age elapsed — ^no wreck told where or when 

The chief went down with all his gallant men, 

Or whether by the storm or wild sea flood 

He perished, or by wilder men of blood— 

The fl^udd'ring Fancy only guessed hia doom. 

And Doiri)t to Sorrow gave but deeper gloom. 

An age efeipaed — when men were dead or gray, 

Whose hetuts had mourned him in their youthful 

day; 
Fame traced en Mannicolo's «hore at last, 
The boiling surge had mounted tf'er his mast 
The islesmen told of some surviving men, 
But Christian eyes beheld them ne'er again. 
Sad bourne of all his toils — with all his band — 
To sleep, wrecked, shroudless, on a savage strand. 
Tet what is all that fires a hero's scorn 
Of death ?•— the hope to live in hearts unborn 
Life to the brave is not its fleeting breath, * 
But worth — ^foretasting fame that follows death. 
That worth had La Perouse — ^that meed he won ; 
He sleeps— his life's long stormy watch is d<^e. 
In the great deep, whose boundaries and space 
He measured, Fate ordained his resting-place ; 
But bade his fame, like the Ocean rolling o'er 
His relics — ^visit every earthly shore. 
Fair Science on that Ocean's azure robe, 
Still writes his name in picturing the globe. 
And painst — (what fidrer wreath could glory twine !) 
Hia watery icourse— a world-encircling line. 

CAUPBSU, 
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RECEPTION OF COLUMBUS ON HIS RETURN TO 

SP^IN. 

Thi fame of his diseoTery had resouiuled thzoug^ 
out the nation, and as his route lay through serenl 
of Ihe finest and most populous provinces of Spun, 
bis journey appeared like the progress of a sove- 
reign. Wherever he passed, the surrounding oom- 
tiy poured Ibrth its inhabitants, who lined the road 
and thronged the villages. In the large townsj, the 
streets,' windows, and balconies, were filled with 
eager spectators, who rent the air with acclama- 
tions. His journey was continually impeded by 
the multitude pressing to gain a sight of him, and 
of the Indians, who were regarded with as much 
admiration as if they had been natives of another 
planet. It was impossible to satisfy -the craving 
curiosity which assailed himself and his attendants, 
at every stage, with innumerable questions: popular 
rumour, as usual, had exaggerated the truth, and had 
filled the newly-found country with all kinds of 
wonders. 

It was about the middle of April, that Gohtmbus 
arrived &t Barcelona, where every preparation had 
been made to give him a solemn and magnificent 
reception. The beauty and serenity of the weather, 
in that genial season and favoured climate, oontii- 
bated to give splendour to this memorable ceremony. 
As he drew near the place, many of the more youth- 
ful courtiers, and hidalgos of gallant bearing, tc^ 
gether with a vast concourse of the populace, came 
forth to meet and welcome him. His entrancse into 
this noble city has been compared to one of those 
triumphs which the Romans were accustomed to de- 
cree to conquerors. First were paraded Uie Indiana, 
painted aooording to their savage &shion, and deco* 
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nted with tropical feathers, and with their national 
omamentg of gold ; after these were borne various 
kinds of live parrots, together with stufiEed birds and 
animals, of unknown species, and rare plants, sup- 
posed to be of precious qualities : while great caie 
was taken to make a conspicuous display of Indian 
coronets, bracefets, and other decorations of gM, 
which night give an idea of the wealth of the newly- 
discovered regions. After these followed Columbus, 
on horseback, surrounded by a brilliant cavalcade 
of Spanish chivalry. The streets were almost im- 
passable from th^ countless multitude ; the windows 
and balconies were crowded with the £ur; the 
very roo£s were covered with spectators. It seemed 
as £f the public eye could not be sated with gazing 
on these trophies of an unknown world, or on the 
remarkable man by whom it had been discovered. 
There was a sublimity in this event that mingled a 
solenm feeling with the public joy. It was looked 
upon as a vast and signal dispensation of Providence 
in reward for the piety of the monarchs ; and the ma- 
jestic and venerable lyppearance of the discoverer, 
flo different from the youth and buoyancy that ,are 
generally expected from roving enterprise, seemed 
in haimony with the grandeur and dignity of his 
adiievement 

To receive him with suitable pomp and distinc- 
tion, the sovereigns had ordered their throne to be 
placed in public, under a rich canopy of brocade of 
gold, in a vast and splendid saloon. Here the king 
and queen awaited his arrival, seated in state with 
the prince Juan beside them, and attended by the 
dignitaries of their court, and the principal nobility 
of Castile, Valentia, Catalonia, imd Arragon, all 
impatient to behold the man who had conferred 
80 incalculable a benefit upon the nation. At 

N 
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tongth Oohmbiui entered the huD, siu i uuude d hj 
ft brilliant crowd of caTalier% among whom, aajs 
Las Camfl, he was conspicaoui for his stately and 
commanding person, which, with his conntenanee 
rendered venerable by his gray hairs, gave him th« 
august appearance of a senator of Rome. A modest 
smile lighted up. his features, showipg that he ut^ 
joyed the state and glory in which he came ; and 
certainly nothing could be more deeply moTing, to 
a mind inflamed by noble ambition, and c on sc i oaB 
of having greatly deserved, than these testimoniala 
of the admiration and gratitDde of a nation, or n^ 
ther of a world. As Columbus approached, the 
sovereigns rose, as if, receiving a pcnson of th* 
highest nuik. Bending his knees, he requealed to 
kiM their hands ; but there was some hesitatioii on 
the part of their majesties to penmt this act of vas> 
Mdage. Raising him in the most gracious maimer, 
they ordered him to seat himself in their pr e se a ce; 
a rare honour in this proud and puncttlious oouit. 

At the request of their majesties, Coltmibas now 
gave an account of the mos( striking events of his 
voyage, and a description of the islands which ha 
had discovered. He displayed the spedmens he 
had brought of unknown birds and o&er animals; 
of rare plants, of medidnal and aromatic virtue; 
of native gold, in dust, in crude masses, or laboured 
into barbaric ornaments ; and, above all, the natives 
of these countries, who welre objects of intense and 
inexhaustible interest; since there is nothing to 
man so curious as the varieties of his own speciea. 
All these he pronounced mere harbingers of greater 
discoveries he had yet to make, which would add 
tealms of incalculat>le wealth to- the dominionB of 
their majesties, and whole nations of proselytes to 
the true faith. 
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. The words of Columbus were listened 'to wttti 
profound emotion by the soyereigiis. When hb 
had finiihed, they sunk on their knees, and raising 
their clasped hands to heaven, their eyes filled with 
tears of joy and gradtude, they poured 4>Tth thanks 
and praises to God for so great a providence ; all 
^iresent followed their example ; a deep and solemn 
cnthuskism pervaded that splendid assembly, and 
prevented all common acclamations of triumi^h. The 
anthem of Te Deum laudamuSf chanted by dw 
choir of the royal chapel, with the melodMras ao» 
companunents of the instruments, rose up firom the 
midst, in a fuU body of sacred hannony, bearii^ upv 
as it were, the feelings and thoughts of the auditors 
to heaVlen, ** so that," says the venerable Las Cases, 
''it seemed as if in* that hour they communicated 
with celestial delights." Such was the solemn and 
pious manner in which the brilliant court of Spain, 
celebrated this sublime event : offering up a grateful 
tribute of melody and praise ; and giving glory to 
God for the discovery of another world. 

When Columbus retired -from the royal presence, 
he was attended to his residence by all the court, 
and followed by the shouting populace. For many 
days he was the object of universal curiosity, and 
wherever he appeared, he was surrounded by an 
admiring multitude. w. iBviHe. 



THE STAR. 

A BiHers star 
Is rising in the east, and from a&r 
(H^ds a most tremulous lustre : silent nig^t 
Doth wear it like a jewel on her brow : 
SNil see ! it motions with its lovely light. 
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Onwards and onwai^ds through those deptiis of bine, 
To its appointed course steadfiist and tme. 

B1.HHT CORITWJlKL. 



EXTRACT. 

<< Feeuhbs, of unremembered pleasures ; sacb» 

perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
Oa that best portion of a good man's life. 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kizidness and of love." words worth. 



DEATH. 

" DzATH, father, death is comfortless and cold ! 
Aye me! when maiden dies, the smiling mom. 
The wild birds singing on the twinkling spray. 
Wake her no more ; the summer wind breathes soft, 
Waving the fresh grass o'er her narrow bed, 
Gladdening to all but her. Senseless and cold 
She lies : while all she loved, unheard, unseen, 
Mourn round her." xijjijjsr. 



CHARACTER OF THE ROMAN DOMINION. 

The general principles of Rome, in the govern- 
ment of her conquest, were manly and wise. When 
the soldier had done his work; and it was done 
vigorously, yet with but little violence beyond that 
which was essential for complete subjugation ; the 
sword slept as an instrument of evil, and awoke 
only as an instrument of justice. » 

The Roman supremacy extinguished the imm- 
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lO«rabto and harassing mischiefs of minor hostility. 
]f neighbour kingdoms quarrelled, a legion marched 
aeross the border, and brought ^e belligerents to 
sudden reason ; dismissed the armies to their hearths 
and altars, and sent the angry chiefs to reconcile 
their claims in an Italian dungeon. If a disputed 
succession threatened to embroil the general peace, 
the proconsul ordered the royal competitors to 
embark for Rome, and there settle the right before 
the sena^. 

The barbaric invasions, which had periodically 
raTaged the Eastern empires, even in their day of 
power, were repelled with a terrible vigour. The 
legions left the desert covered with the tribe, for the 
food of the vulture ; and showed to Europe the 
haughty leaders of the Tartar, Gothic and Arab 
myriads in fetters, dragging wains, digging in mines, 
or sweeping the highways. 

If peace could be an equivalent for freedom, the 
equivalent was never so amply secured. The world 
within this iron boundary flourished ; the activity 
and talent of man were urged to the highest pitch : 
the conquered countries were turned from wastes 
and forests into fertility : ports were dug upon na- 
ked shores; cities swelled from villages; population 
spread over the soil once pestilential and breeding 
<mly the pobonous weed and the serpent The sea 
was covered with trade ; the pirate and the maraud- 
er were unheard of, or hunted down. Commercial 
enterprise shot its lines and communications over 
the map of the earth ; and regions were then fomi- 
liar, which even the activity of the revived ages of 
Europe had scarcely made known. 

Those were the wonders of great power steadily 
directed U^a great purpose. General coercion was the 
simple principle ; and the only talisman of a Roman 
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Bmperar wm tiie diain, but where it vrmetmaaO^ 
eownuted for the sword: yet the uiUTereaUty 0f 
the oonpieanon atoned for half its evil. Thenatonl 
impulse of man is to improvoment ; he requires anlj 
seeority from rapine. The Boman supremacy rais- 
ed round him an impr6gnahl«fwaU. It was the tame 
government for an isna when the habits of roescn 
had not penelzated ^^ -genienl human mind. Its 
chief enk was in its )«4araint of those noUer and 
loftier aspirations of genius and the heart, which 
from time to time raise tii^ gehesal'seale of mankind. 
Nothing is more obsenraMie tlpifi .^ decay of origb> 
nal literature, of the finer a^odbltectoieb and of philo- 
aophical inventicm, under theien^tfs. Even militaiy 
genius, the natural product of a iCf stem that lived 
but on military &me, dtoppeared v .ti^e brilliant di- 
versity of warlike talent, that diione on the very Tejqge 
of the succession of th^ Osesars^ sank, like falling 
stars, to rise no more. No ^-caiftaiB was again to 
display the splendid cohceptions of Pompey's bound- 
less campaigns ; the lavij^ heroism and. inexhausti- 
ble resource of Antony ; or the mixtore of undaunt- 
ed personal enteiprise aod profound tactic, the 
slatesman-like thought, iirestmnable imbition, and 
high-minded forgiveness, that ttiade Cesar the veiy 
emblem oi Rome. But the Imperial power had the 
operation of one of those gt9f^ laws of nature, whidi . 
through partial evil sustain the- earth — a gravitating 
principle, which,. if it checked the ascent of some 
^fied beings beyond the dull level of hfe, yet kept 
the infinite multitude of men and things from flying 
loose beyond all utility and ^ control. 

^ CBALT, 



# 

ON SEEING IN A LIST OP MUSIC THE "WATER- 
■ '* • LOO WALTZ." 

A XOMENT, pause, ye British fiadr, 

While pleas:i^e*8 phantom ye pursue. 
And say u sprigjitly dance or air 
Suit with the name of " Waterloo 1" 
Awful was the victory, 
Chastened should the triumph he ; 
Amidst the lalirels nohly won 
Britain mourns for many a son. 

Yeil'd in dotids the morning rose ; 
Nature seem'd to mourn the day 
Which consigned, hefore its close, 
Thousands to their kindred clay. 
How unfit for courtly hall, 
Or the giddy festival. 
Was, the grim and ghastly view. 
Ere' evening closed on Waterloo ! 

See the highland warrior rushing, 

Firm in danger, on the foe. 
Till t^e life-hlood, warmly gushing. 
Lays the plaided hero low f " 

His native pipes' accustomed soun^ 
'Mid war's infernal concert drown*a, 
Cannot soothe the last adieu, 
. Or wake his sleep on Waterloo. 

Chaatag'&Bt the cuirassier. 

See theifofiimiQgxharger flying, 
Trampling in- his wild career. 
All alike, the dead and dying. 

Sec the bullets through his mde 
Answer'd by the spouting tme ; 
Helmet, horse, and rider too. 
Roll on bloody Waterloo ! 
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Shall scenes like these the dance inspire. 

Or wake the enlivening notes of mirth 1 
No.! shiver'd be the recreant lyre 
That gave this dark idea birth. 

Other sounds I ween were there, 
Other music rent the air, 
Other waltz the warriors knew. 
When they closed on Waterloo ! 

Forbear, till time, with lenient hand, 

Has sooth'd the pangs of recent sorrow, 
And let the picture distant stand, 

The softening hue of years to borrow. 
When our race have passed away,- 
Hands unborn may wake the lay. 
And give to joy alone the view 
Of Britons' deeds at Waterloo ! 

▲iroir. 



TRUST IN PROVlDENCa ■ h» 
-How beautiful this dome of sky, 



And the vast hills, in fluctuation fixed • 

At thy command, how awful ! Shall the Soul, 

Human and rational, report of Thee 

Even less than these 1 — Be mute, who will, who can, 

Yet I will praise thee with impassioned voice : 

My lips, that may forget thee in the crowd, 

Cannot forget thee here ; where Thou hast built. 

For thy own glory in the wilderness ! 

Me didst thou constitute a priest of thine. 

In such a t^i^e as we now behold 

Reared for f^ presence ; therefore am I bound 

To worship, here, and everywhere — as One 

Not doomed to ignorance, though foissed to tread. 
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From cbildhood up, the ways of poverty ; 

From mireflecting ignorance pn^d^ed. 

And from debasement rescued. Bj thy grace 

The particle divine remained imquenched ; 

Andy 'mid the wild weeds of a rugged soil^ 

Thy bounty caused to flourish dea&ess flowerS) 

From Paradise transplanted. Wintry age 

Impends ; the ftost will gather round my heart; 

And) if 4hey wither, I am worse than <]cad ! 

— Come libour, wh<$i the wom-ouil frame requires 

Perpetual Sabbath ; come disease and want: 

And sad exclusion through decay of sense ; 

But leave me unabated trust in Thee-— 

And let thy favour, to the end of life, 

Inspire me with ability to seek 

Repose and hope among eternal things — 

Father of heaven and earth ! and I am rich 

And will possess my portion in content ! 

V WORDSWOSTH. 



WHAT THEN? 



Oke orator exhorts the people to refuse payment 
of the taxes ; another recommends that the national 
debt should be extinguished by a vote of pafliament 
— parliament of course being previously reformed, 
so that it may consist of representatives .who wUl 
not scruple at passing such a vote ; a third, advises 
tl^t the tithes be sold, and the produce funded ; a 
fourth, demands iikiiversal suffrage ; — and some of 
these united politicians engage never to cease their 
exertions, till they shall have obtained what they 
coll speedy, radical, and efiectual reform ; — ^patient 
endurance, they tell us, shall not be their fate, they 
will not be still, their cry shall be too general to be 
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mifttlrfffj ttid too powerful to be radstod. Weie 
there any limitB to human folly and human wicked- 
neaa, it would be incredible that there should be 
men erroneous enough, and criminal enoufi^h — ^with 
with the example of France befo^ their eyes 
(fireeh and reeking as those hom»8 are !) to hold 
forth language like this, and exert themaelvcis zeal- 
oudy and perBeveringly to convince the mob that 
the physical force is in their hands, and that it is 
their own fitult if they submit longer to be goyemed 
by the educated and intellectual part of their coun- 
trymen. Have ihese persons ever asked themselves 
what would be the consequence of the measuns 
which they advise 1 — ^if universal suffirage were es- 
tablished, whether it would afford universal employ- 
ment for the quiet and industrious part of the peo- 
ple, as surely as it would for the worthless, the tur- 
bulent, the mischievous, and the wicked 1 — ^if the 
church property were seized, whether the title-deeds 
of the landholder would'long be considered as giving 
him an indefeasible right to hb estates 1 — ^if the 
national debt were extinguished, whether the public 
wduld be benefited by the ruin of the funded pn>- 
piietora, that is, whether the body would derive ad- 
vantage firom having one of the limbs paralysed 1 
and whether national prosperity be the natural and 
necessaiy consequence of national bankruptoy, the 
breach of national £uth, and the loss of national 
character 1— finally, if the people, according to the 
advice of one of tbese popular representatives, woe 
to refuse payment of the taxes — What tuks ? Let 
these men suppose themselves successful in their 
projects, and following in imagination the career of 
their ambition, ask themselves this question at every 
step — wtLLTTKixl If they vshould succeed in in- 
stigating the people to resistance, to rebellion, to 
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avil war, to revolution, what thbv 1 ■ What might 
be the consequeiices to this great, this glorious, this 
Tenerable country. He alone can tell without whose 
inscrutable will no calamity can be&ll us ; but the 
consequences to themselves may be foretold with 
perfect certainty — guilt, insecurity, fear, misery, 
rain, unavailing rqpentance, violent death, and in- 
fiuny everlasting. It was remarked, by one of the 
numerous French demagogues who fell into the pit 
which they had digged, that revolutions were like 
Saturn, and devoured their own children. * Should 
there be a revolution in the other world,' said Dan- 
ton, to one of his friends, when on their way to 
the guillotine—' take my advice and have nothing 
to do with it !' Danton asked pardon of Crod and 
man for having instituted the Revolutionary Tribu- 
nal : it was only on the first anniversary of its institu- 
tion that he was carried before it to receive sentence 
himself— so short is the reign of a revolutionist ! 

S0T7THXT. 



PABENTAL AFFECTION. 

Test sin who tell us Love can die ! * 

With life all other passions fly, 
All others are but vanity. 

In heaven ambition cannot dwell. 

Nor avarice in the vaults of hell ; 

Earthly these passions of the earth. 

They perish where they have their birth, 
But Love is indestructible. 
Its holy flame forever bumeth, 

From heaven it came, to heaven retumeth ; 
Too oft on earth a troubled guest. 
Ait times deceived, at times opprest. 
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It here is tried and purified^ 
Then hath in heaven its perfect rest : 
It soweth here with toil and care, 
But the harvest time of love is there. 
Oh ! when a mother meets on high 

The hahe she lost in infaney, 
Hath she not then, for pains and fearsy 
The day of wo, the watchful night. 
For all her sorrows, all her tears. 
An over payment of delight 1 touTHxr. 



THE CHASE. 



The stag at eve had drunk his fill 

When danced the moon on Monan*s rill. 

And deep his midnight lair had made 

In lone Glenartney^s hazel shade ; 

But, when the sun his beacon red 

Had kindled on Benvoirlich s head. 

The deep-mouthed blood-hound^s heavy bay 

Resounded up the rocky way. 

And &int, from &rther distance borne. 

Were heard the clanging hoof and horn. 

As chief who hears his warder call, 

* To arms ! the foemen storm the wall,*— 

The antlered monarch of the waste 

Sprung from his heathery couch in haste. 

But, ere his fleet career he took. 

The dew-drops from his flanks he shook : 

Like crested leader proud and high. 

Tossed his beamed frontlet to the Ay : 

A moment gazed adown the dale, 

A moment snufled the tainted gale, 

A moment listened to the cry, 

That thickened as the chase drew nigh ; 
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Then, as the headmost, foes appeared. 
With one brave bound the copse he clearedt 
And stretching forward free and far, 
Sought the wild heaths of Uam-Var. 

Yelled on the view the opening pack. 
Bock, glen and cavern paid them back ; 
To many a mingled sound at once 
The awakened mountain gave response. 
An hundred dogs bayed deep and strong, 
Clattered an hundred steeds along, 
Their peal the merry horns rung out, 
An hundred voices joined the shout : 
With hark and whoop and wild halloo 
No rest Benvoirlich's echo knew. 
Far from the tumult fled the roe. 
Close in the covert cowered the doe. 
The falcon from her earn on high. 
Cast on the rout a wondering eye, 
Till far beyond her pierdhg ken 
The hurricane had swept the glen. 
Faint and more faint, its failing din 
Returned from cavern, cliff and lin% 
And silence settled wide and still. 
On the lone wood and mighty hill. 

Less loud the sounds of sylvan war 
Dbturbed the heights of Uam-Var, 
And roused the cavern, where 'tis told 
A giant made his den of old ; 
For ere that steep ascent was won. 
High in his path-way hung the sun. 
And many a gallant, stayed per-force, 
Was fiun to breathe his Altering horse: 
And oi the trackers of the deer. 
Scarce half the lessening pack was near ; 
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So flhrewdly on the mountam ode, 
Had the bold burst thrar metUe tried. 

The noble stag was pausing now 

Upon the mountain's southern brow ; 

Where broad extended fiir beneath, < 

The varied reakns of fair Monteith. 

With anxious eye he wandered o'er ^ i 

Mountain and meadow, moss and moor. 

And pondered refuge from his toil, 

By for Lochard or Aberfoyle. 

But nearer was the copse-wood gray. 

That waved and wept on Loch Achray, 

And mingled with the pine trees blue, 

On the bold cliflfe of Ben-venufe. 

Fresh vigour with the hope returned. 

With flying foot the headi he spumed 

Held westward with unwearied race. 

And left behind the panting chase. 

'T were long to tell i^hat steeds gave o'er. 

As swept the himt through Cambus-moie ; 

What reins were tightened in desjnir. 

When rose Benledi's ridge in air ; 

Who flagged upon Bochastle's heath. 

Who shunned to stem the flooded Teitfa.-^- . 

For twice, that day, from shore to shore, j 

The gallant stag swam -stoutly o'er. ' 

Few were the stragglers, following fiur, I 

That reached the lake of V ennachar : I 

And when the brigg of Tmfc was won. 

The headmost boiseman rode al<»ie. 

Alone, but with unbated zeal. 
That horseman plied the scourge and steel : 
• For, jaded now, and spent with toil, 
Embossed with foam, and dark with soil, 



i 
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While every gasp with sobs he drew, 
The labouring stag strained full in view. 
Two dogs of black St. Hubert's breed> 
• Unmatched for courage; breath and speedy 
Fast on his flying traces came, 
And all but won that desperate game ; 
For, scarce a spear's length from his haunch^ 
Vindictive toiled the blood-houiids stanch ; 
Nor nearer might the dogs attain. 
Nor farther might the quarry strain. 
Thus up the margin of the lake. 
Between the precipice and brake. 
O'er stock and rock their race they take. 

The hunter marked that mountain high, 
The lone lake's western boundary, 
And deemed the stag must turn to bay, 
Where that huge rampart barred the way ; 
Already glorying in the prize. 
Measured his antlers with his eyes ; 
For the death-wound and death halloo, 
Mustered his breath, his whinyard drew ; 
But, thundering as he came prepared, 
Widi ready arm and weapon bared. 
The wily quarry shunned the isdiock, 
And ttrhed him from the opposing rock; 
Then, dashing dov^i a darksome glen; 
Soon lost to hoimd and hunter's ken. 
In the' deep Trosach's wildest nook 
His solitary refuge took. 
There, while close couched, the thicket cAied, 
Cold dews and wild flowers on his head. 
He heard the baffled dogs in vain 
Bave through the hollow pass amain. 
Chiding the rocks that yelled again. 
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But stumbling in the ragged dell, 
The gallant horse eyhaasted fell. 

The impatient rider strove in vain 
To rouse him with the spur and rein. 
For the good steed, his labours o'er. 
Stretched his stiff limbs, to rise no more ; 
Then touched with pity and remorse. 
He sorrowed o'er the expiring horse. 
< I little thought when first thy rein 
I slacked upon the banks of Seine, 
That highland eagle e'er should feed 
On thy fleet limbs, my gallant steed ! 
Wo worth the chase, wo worth the day. 
That cost thy life, my gallant gray !' 

SCOTT. 



QUALITIES OF A WELL-REGULATED MIND. 

L The cultivation of a habit of steady and con- 
tinuous attention ; or of properly directing the 
mind to any sulject which is before it, so as fully 
to contemplate its elements and relati(ma. This is 
necessary for the due exercise of every other men- 
tal process, and is the foundation of all improve- 
ment of character, both intellectual and moraL We 
shall afterward have occaaon to jemaik, how ofien 
sophistical opinions and various distortions of cha- 
racter maybe traced to errors in this first act ci the 
mind, or to a misdirection and want of due regula- 
tion of the attention. There is, indeed, every reft' 
son to believe, that the diversities in the power of 
judging, in different individuals, are much less than 
we are apt to imagine ; and that the remariLable dif- 
ferences observed in the act of judging are rather to 
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De ascribed to the manner m which the mind is pre- 
viously directed to the facts on which the judgment 
is afterwards to be exercised. It is related of Sir 
Isaac Newton, that, when be was questioned respect 
ing the mental qualities which formed the pecu- 
liarity of his character, he referred it entirely to the 
power which he had acquired of continuous atten- 
tion. 

II. Nearly connected with the former, and of 
equal importance, is a careful regulation and con- 
trol of the succession of ouir thoughts. This re- 
markable &culty is very much under^ the influence 
of cultivation ; and on the power so* acquired de- 
pends the important habit of regular and connect- 
ed thinking. It is primarily a voluntary act ; and 
in the exercise of it in different individuals there 
are the most remarkable diflerences. In some, the 
thoughts are allowed to wander at large without any 
regulation, or are devoted only to frivolous and tran- 
sient objects ; while others habitually exercise over 
them a stern control, directing them to subjects of 
real importance, and prosecu^ng these in a regular 
and connected manner. This important habit gains 
strength by exercise ; and nothing, certainly, has a 
greater influence in giving tone and consistency to 
^e whole character. It may not, indeed, be going 
too far, to aslbrt, that our condition, in the scale 
both of moral and intellectual beings, is in a great 
measil^e determined by the control which we have 
acquired over the succession of our thoughts, and 
-by ^e subjects on which they are habitually exe^• 
dsed. 

III. The cultivation of an active, inquiring state 
of mind, which seeks for information from every 
source that comes within its reach, whether in read- 
ing, conversation, or personal observation. With 

O 
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this state of mental activity ought to be closely con- 
nected attention to the anthentidty of facts so le- 
ceived ; avoiding the two extremes of credulity and 
scepticism. 

ly. The habit of correct association; that is, 
connecting facts in the mind according to their true 
relations, and to the manner in which they tend to 
illustrate each other. This, as we have formerly 
seeui is one of the principal means* of improving thd 
memory ; particularly of the kind of memory which 
is an essential quality of a cultivated mind ; namely, 
that which is founded, not upon incidental connec- 
tions, but on true and important relations Nearly 
allied to this, is the habit of reflection, or of tracing 
carefully the relations of facts, and the conclusions 
and principles which arise out of them. It is in 
this manner, as was formerly mentioned, that (he 
philosophical mind often traces remarkable relations, 
and deduces important conclusions; while to the 
common imderstanding the facts appear to be stxj 
remote or entirely unconnected. 

y. A careful selection of the subjects to which 
the mind ought to be directed. These aie, in some 
respects, difieient in different persons, according to 
their situations in life ; but there are certain objects 
of attention which are peculiarly adapted to each 
individual, and there are some whidh are equally 
interesting to all. In regard to the latter, an vp 
propriate degree of attention is the part oPevoy 
wise man ; in regard to the former, a proper selec- 
tion is the foundation of excellence. One iadi 
vidual may waste his powers in that desultory ap- 
plication of them which leads to an imperfect ac- 
quaintance with a variety of subjects ; whil& another 
• allows his life to steal over him in listless inactivity, 
or application to trifling pursuits. It is equally 
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melancholy to see high powers devoted to unworthy 
objects ; such as the contests of party on matters in- 
volving no important principle, or the subtleties of 
sophistical controversy. For rising to eminence in 
any intellectual pursuit, there is not a rule of more 
essential importance thian thtit of doing one thing 
at a time ; avoiding distracting and desultory occu- 
pations ; and keeping a leading object habitually 
before the mind, as one in which it can at all times 
find an interesting resource when necessary avoca- 
tions allow the thoughts to recur to it. A subject 
which is cultivated in this manner, not by regular 
periods of study merely, but as an habitual object 
of thought, rises up and expands before the nund 
in a manner which is altogether astonishing. If 
along with this habit there be cultivated the prac- 
tice of constantly writing such views as arise, we 
perhaps describe that state of mental discipline by 
which talents of a very moderate order may be ap- 
plied in a conspicuous and useful manner to any 
subject to which they are devoted. Such writing 
need not be made at first with any great attention 
to method, but merely put aside for future conside- 
ration; and in this manner the different departments 
of a subject will develope and arrange themselves 
as they advance in a manner equally pleasing and 
wonderful. 

YL A due regulation and proper control of the 
imagination ; that is, restricting its range to objects 
which harmonize with truth, and are adapted to the 
real state of things with which ttie individual is or 
may be connected. We have seen how much the 
character is influenced by this exercise of the mind ; 
that it may be turned to purposes of the greatest 
moment, both in the pursuits of science and in the 
cultivation of benevolence and virtue; bat tb 
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on the other hand, it maj be so employed as to de- 
hase bodi the moral and inteUectnal character. 

VII. The cultiTation of calm and correct jndg«> 
ment— applicable alike to the formation of opinions 
and the regulation of conducL This is fonnded, 
as we have seen, upOn the habit of directing the 
attention distinctly and steadily to all the fiicts and 
considerations bearing upon a subject ; and it con- 
«istB in contemplating them in their trae relatioiiS) 
and assigning to each the degree of importonee of 
which it is worthy. This mental habit tends to 
guard us against forming conclusions, either with 
listless inattention to the views by which we ought 
to be influenced, — or with attention directed to some 
of those, while we neglect others of equal or greater 
importance. It is, therefore, opposed to the influence 
of prejudice and passicHi, — to the formation of so- 
phistical opuiions — to party spirit,—- «nd to eveiy 
propensity which leads to the adoption of principles 
on any other ground than calm and candid exami- 
nation, guided by sincere desire to discoTer the 

truth. ABSSCKeMBIB. 



TO AN INFANT. 

Ah» cease thy tears and sobs, my little life I 
I did but snatch away the unclasped knife. 
Some safer toy will soon arrest thine eye. 
And to quick laughter change this peevidi cij. 
Poor stumbler on the rocky coast of wo. 
Tutored by pain each source of pain to know ! 
Alike the foodiid fruit and scorching fire 
Awake thy eager grasp and young desire ; 
Alike the good, the ill offend thy sight. 
And rouse the stormy sense of shrill afiight ! 
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Untaught, yet wise, 'mid all thy brief alarms 
Thou closely clingest to thy mother's arms, 
Nesiluig thy little face in that fond breast 
Whose anxious heavings lull thee to thy rest ! 
Man's breathing miniature ! thou mak'st me sigh-— 
A babe art thou, and such a thing am I ! 
To anger rapid^ and as soon appeased— 
For trifles mourning, and by trifles pleased- 
Break friendship's mirror with a vpeevish blow, 
Yet snatch what coals of fire on pleasure's altar glow I 
O thou that reaiest, with celestial aim. 
The future seraph in my mortal frame, 
Thrice holy fai^ ! whatever thorns I meet. 
As on I totter with unpractised feet, 
Still let me stretch my arms and ding to thee, 
Heek nurse of souls through th^b long in&ncy 

coLEKinex. 



PABALLEL BETWEEN LEIBNITZ AND NEWTON. 

FoK the variety of his genius, and the extent of 
his research, Leibnitz is, perhaps, altogether un- 
rivalled. A lawyer, a historian, an antiquary, a 
poet, and a philologist,— a mathematician, a meta- 
physician, a theologian, and, I will add, a geologist, 
— ^he has in all these characters produced works of 
great merit, and, in some of them, of the .highest 
excellence. It is rare that original genius has so lit- 
tle of a peculiar direction, or is disposed to scatter ita 
efforts over so wide a field. Though a man of great 
inventive powers, he occupied much of his time in 
works of mere labour and erudition, where there 
was nothing to invent, and not much of importance 
to discover. 

Newton did not aim at so wide a range. Fr 
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nately for himself and for the world, his genius 
more determmed to a pafticular point, and its efiects 
were more concentrated. Their direction was to 
the accurate sciences, and they soon proved equally 
inventive in the* pure and the mixed mathemstiGS. 
Newton knew how to transfer the truths of abstract 
science to the study of things actually existing, and 
by returning in the opposite direction, to enrich 
the former hy ideas derived from the latter. In ex- 
perimental and inductive investigation, he was as 
great as in the pure mathematics, and his discoveries 
were as distinguished in the one as in the oAer. 
In this double claim to renown, Newton stands yet 
unrivalled ; and though, in the pure mathematics^ 
equals may, perhaps, be found, no one, I believe, 
will come forward as his rival both in that science 
and in the philosophy of nature. 

His caution in adopting general principles ; his 
dislike to what was vague or obscure ; his rejection 
of all theories from which precise conclusions can- 
not be deduced; and his readiness to relinquish 
those that depart in any degree from the truth, are 
throughout, the characters of his philosophy, and 
distinguish it very essentially from the philosophy 
of Leibnitz. The characters now enumerated axe 
most of them negative, but without the principles 
on which they are founded, invention can hardly be 
kept in the right course. The Grerman philosopher 
was not furnished with them in the same degree as 
the English, and hence his great talents have nm 
very frequently to waste. 

It may be doubted, also, whether Leibnitz's great 
metaphysical acuteness did not sometimes mislead 
him in the . study of nature, by inclining hini to 
those reasonings which proceed, or afiect to proceed 
continually from the cause to the eflfect. The at- 
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tribntes of the Deity were the arioms of his philo- 
sophy ; and he did not reflect that this foundation, 
excellent in itself, lies much too deep for a struc- 
ture that is to be raised by so feeble an architect as 
man ; or that an argument, which sets out with the 
most profound respect to the Supreme Being, 
usually terminates in the most unwarrantable pre- 
sumption. His reasoning from the first causes are 
always ingenious ; but npthing can prevent the 
sul^titution of such causes for those that are physi- 
cal and eflicient, from being one of the worst and 
most &tal errors in philosophy. 

As an interpreter of nature, therefore, Leibnifie 
stands in no comparison with Newton. As to who 
benefited htfman knowledge most, no question can 
arise ; and if genius is tot)e weighed in this balance, 
it is evident which scale must preponderate. Ex- 
cept in the pure mathematics, Leibnitz, with all his 
talents, made no material or permanent addition to 
the sciences. Newton, to equal inventions in mathe- 
matics, added the greatest discoveries in the philo- 
sophy of nature; and, in passing through his 
hamds, mechanics, optics, and astronomy were not 
merely improved, but renovated. No one ever left 
knowledj^ in a state so difierent from that in which 
he foun(]nt. Men were instructed not only in new 
truths, but in new methods of discovering truths. 
They were made acquainted with the great princi- 
ple which connects together the most distant re- 
gions of space, as well as the most remote periods 
of duration ; and which was to lead to fiiture dis- 
coveries, &T beyond what the wisest or most san« 
guine could anticipate. flatfaib. 
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THE-LOST DARLING. 

She was my idol. Night and day to scan 
The fine expansion of her form, and maik 
The unfolding mind like vernal rose-huds start 
To sadden heauty, was my chief delight. 
To find her fairy jfootsteps following me, — . 
Her hand upon my garments, — or her lip 
Long seal'd to mine, — and in the watch of night 
The quiet breath of innocence to feel 
Soft on my cheek, — ^was such a full content « 
Of happiness, as none but mothers know. 
Qer voice was like some tiny harp that yields 
T5 the slight-finger*d breeze, — and as it held 
Long converse with her doll, or kindly soothed 
Her moaning kitten, or ^th patient care 
Conn*d o'er the alphahet,-^but most of all 
Its tender cadence in her evening prayer, 
Thriird on the ear like some ethereal tone, 
Heard in sweet dreams.-— 

— But now I sit alone. 
Musing of her, — and dew with mournful tears 
The liuie robes that once with woman's pride 
I wrought, as if there were a need to de<^ 
What God had made so beautiful. I start, — 
Half fancying from her empty crib there cAnes 
A restless sound, — and breathe the accustom'd word^ 
* Hush, hush, Louisa, dearest.' — ^Then I weep. 
As though it were a sin to speak to one 
Whose home is with the angels. — 

— Gone to Grod! 
And yet I wish I had not seen the pang 
That wrung her features, nor the ghastly white 
Settling around her lips. I would that Heaven 
Had taken its own like some transplanted flower. 
Blooming in all its fireshness. — 



THE PBEMIUM. 217 

— Gonfi to God ! 
Be still, my heart ! — ^what could a mother's prayer. 
In all its wildest ecstasy of hope, * 
Ask for its darling like the bliss of heaven ? 

vas. sioousvxT. 



IMPROVISATORI. 



About sixty years ago Benjamin West, a na- 
tive of America, went to Rome to study the art of 
jg^ting. His biographer, Mr. Gait, relates the 
manner in which this celebrated artist was once 
entertained by an improvisatore, one of the extem- 
poraneous Italian poets. 

One night, soon after his arrival in Rome, Mr. Ga- 
vin Hamilton, the painter to whom he had been in- 
troduced by Mr. Robinson, took him to a coffee- 
house, the usual resort of the British travellers. 
While they were sitting at one of the tables, a vene- 
rable old man, with a guitar suspended from his 
shoulder, entered the room, and coming immediately 
to their table, Mr. Hamilton addressed him by the 
name of Homer. He was the most celebrated im- 
provisatore in all Italy, and the richness of expression, 
and nobleness of conception which he displayed in 
his effusions, had obtained for him that distinguish- 
ed name. 

Those who once heard his poetry, never ceased 
to lament that it was lost in the same moment, 
affirming that it often was so regular and dignified, 
as to equal the finest compositions of Tasso and 
Ariosto. It will, perhaps, afford some gratification 
to the admirers of native genius to learn, that this 
old man, though led by the fine firenzy of his 
imagination to prefer a wild and wandering life to 
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the oSSdt of a settled independence, which had been 
made him in his youth, enjoyed in his old age, by 
the liberality of several Englishmen, who had raised 
a subscription for the purpose, a small pension, suft 
dent to keep him comfortable, in his own way, when 
he became incapable of amusing the public 

After some conversation. Homer requested Mr. 
Hamilton to give him a subject for a poem. In the 
meantime, a number of Italians had gathered round 
them to look at West, who they had heard was an 
American, and whom, like cardinal Albani,* they 
imagined to be an Indian. Some of them, on head- 
ing Homer's request, observed, that he had exhaust- 
ed his vein, and had already said and sung eveiy 
subject over and over. Mr. Hamilton, however, re* 
marked that he thought he could propose something 
new to the bard, and pointing to Mr. West, said, 
that he was an American come to study the fine arts 
in Rome ; and that such an event furnished a new 
and magnificent theme. 

H6mer took possession of the thought with Uie 
ardour of inspiration. He immediately unslung his 
guitar, and began to draw his fingers rapidly over 
the strings, swinging his body from side to side, 
and striking fine and impressive chords. When he 
* had thus brought his motions and his feelings into 
unison with the instrument, he began an extempo- 
raneous ode in a manner so dignified, so pathetic, 
and so enthusiastic, that Mr. West was scarcely 
less interested by his appearance than those who 
enjoyed the subject and melody of his numbers. 

He sung the darkness which for so mamr ages 
veiled An^erica from the eyes of science. He dfr- 

* A Spanish oardinal, who presumed that American tagr 
nuML ladiaa. 
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scribed the fulness of time, when the purposes for 
wHich it had heen raised from the deep were to he 
manifested. He painted the seraph of knowledge 
descending from heaven, and directing Columhiu 
to undertake thp discovery ; and he related the lead- 
ing incidents of the voyage. He invoked the fim<7 
of the auditors to contemplate the wild magnificence 
of mountain, lake, and wood, in the new world ; 
and he raised, as it were, in vivid perspective, the 
Indians in the chase, and at their horrible sacrifices. 
* But,' he continued, * the beneficent spirit of im- 
provement is ever on the wing, and l^e the ray 
firom the throne of God« it has descended on thu 
youth, and the hope which ushered in its new mira- 
cle, like the star that guided the magi to Bethlehem, 
has led him to Rome. 

' Methinks I behold in him an instrument chosen 
by Heaven, to raise in America the taste for those 
arts which elevate the nature of man — an assurance 
that his country will afford a refuge to science and 
knowledge, when in the old age of Europe' they 
shall have forsaken her shores. But all things of 
heavenly origin, like the glorious sun, move west- 
ward ; and truth and art have their periods of shin- 
ing, and of night. Rejoice then, O venerable Rome, 
in thy divine destiny; for though darkness over- 
shadow thy seats, and though thy mitred head must 
descend into the dust, as deep as the earth that now 
rovers thy ancient helmet and imperial diadem, thy 
spirit, immortal and undecayed, already reaches to- 
wards a new world, where, like the soul of man in 
paradise, it will be perfected in virtue and beauty 
more and more.' 

The highest efforts of the greatest actors, even of 
Ganrick himself delivering the poetry of Sh«kspeare, 
never poduced a more immediate and inspirii^ 
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efibct than this rapid bur^t of genius. When the 
ap{daii3e had abated, Mr. West, being the stranger, 
and the party addressed, according to the common 
practice, made the bard a present Mr. Hamilton 
explained the subject of the ode : though with the 
weakness of a verbal translation, aiid the imperfec- 
tion of an indistinct echo, it was so connected with 
the appearance which the author made in the recital, 
that the incident was never obliterated firom Mr. 
West's recollection. ako^t. 



MIDNIGHT AT CX)RINTH. 

'Tis midnight : on the mountains brown 
The cold, round moon shines de^ly down ; 
Blue roll the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high. 
Bespangled with those isles of light. 
So wildly, spiritually bright ; 
Who ever gazed upon them shining. 
And turned to earth without repining. 
Nor wished for wings to flee away, 
And mix with their eternal ray 1 
The waves on either shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air ; 
And scarce their foam the pebbles shook. 
But murmured meekly as the brook. 
The winds were pillowed on the waves ; 
The banners drooped along their staves. 
And, as they fell around them furling. 
Above them shone the crescent curiing 
And that deep silence was unbroke, 
Save where the watch his signal spoke. 
Save where the steed neighed oft and shrilly 
And echo answered from the hill. 
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And the wild hum of that wild hoet 
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast. 
As rose the Muezzin's Toice in air ' 
In midnight called to wonted prayer. • 

BTBOir. 



TRUE GREATNESS. 



*' The greatness of the warrior," is poor and low 
compared with the magnanimity of virtue. It va- 
nishes before the greatness of principlo. The martyr 
to humanity, to freedom, or reUgion ; the unshrink- 
ing adherent of despised and deserted truth ; who 
alone, unsupported, and scorned, with no crowd to 
infuse into him courage, no variety of objects to 
draw his thoughts from himself, no opportunity of 
effi>rt or resistance to rouse and nourish energy, still 
yields himself calmly, resolutely, with invincible 
philanthropy, to bear prolonged and exquisite suffer- 
ing, which one retracting word might remove ; such 
a man is as superior to the warrior, as the tranquil 
and boundless heavens above us, to the low earth 
we tread beneath our feet 

Great generals away from the camp, are common- 
ly no greater men that the mechanician taken from 
his workshop. In conversation they are oflen dull. 
Works of profound thinking on general and great 
topics they cannot comprehend. The conqueror 
of Napoleon, the hero of Waterloo, undoubtedly 
possesses great military talents ; but we have never 
heard of his eloquence in the senate, or o^ his sa- 
gacity in the cabinet ; and we venture to say, that 
he will leave the world, without adding one new 
thought on the great themes, on which the genius 
of philosophy and legislature has meditated for ages. 
We will not go down for illustration to such men as 



THK FBBKIITK. 

Nelson, a man great on the deck, bat ddinaed by 
gprofla vioes, and who never pretended to enlargement 
of intellect To institute a compariBon in point of 
talent and genius between such men and Milton, 
Bacon, and Shakspeare, is almost an insult on these 
illustrious names. 

Who can think of these truly grei^t intelligences; 
of the range of their minds through heaven and 
earth ; of their deep intuition into the soul ; of their 
new and glowing combinations of thought ; of the 
energy with which they grasped and subjected to 
their main purpose, the infinite materials of iUns- 
tration which nature and life afford, who can think 
of the forms of transcendent beauty and grandeur 
which they created, or which were rather emana- 
tions of their own minds ; of the calm wisdom and 
fervid impetuous imaginaikion which they conjoined; 
of the dominion which they have exerted over so 
many generations, and which time only extends and 
makes sure ; oii^bfr voice of power, in which, though 
dead, they still speak to nations, and awaken intel- 
lect, sensibility, and genius in both hemispheres; 
who can think of such men, and not feel the im- 
mense inferiority of the most gifted warrior, whose 
elements of thought are physical forces and physi- 
cal obstructions, and whose employment is the com- 
bination of the lowest class of objects, on which a 
powerful mind can be employed. cranking. 



THE 6RANDAME. 



Os the green hill top. 
Hard by the house of prayer, a modest rool^ 
And not distinguished from its neighbour bam. 
Save by a slender tapering length of spire. 
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The grandame sleeps. A plain stone harely tells 
The name and dato to the chance passenger. 
For lowly horn was she, and long had ate, 
Well earned, the hread of service : — hers was else 
A mounting spirit, one that entertained 
Scorn of haae action, deed dishonourable, 
Or aught unseemly.' I remember well 
Her reverend image : I remember, too, 
With what a zeal she served her master's house 
And how the prattling tongue of garrulous age 
Delighted to recount the oft-told tale 
Of anecdote domestic. Wise she was, 
And wondrous skilled in genealogies. 
And could, in apt and voluble terms discourse 
Of hirths, of titles, and alliances ; 
Of marriages and intermarriages ; 
Belationship remote or near of kin ; 
Of friends o£knded, family disgraced — 
Maiden high-bom, but wayward, disobeying 
Parental strict injunction, and, regardless 
Of unmixed blood, and ancestry remote. 
Stooping to wed with one of low degree. 
But these are not thy praises ; and I wrong 
Thy honoured memory, recording chiefly 
Things lighter trivial. Better 'twere to tell 
How, with a nobler zeal and warmer love. 
She served her heavenly Master. I have seen 
That reverend form bent down with age, and pain. 
And rankling malady. Yet not for this 
Ceased she to praise her Maker, or withdrew 
Her trust in him, her faith, and humble hope- 
So meekly had she learned to bear her cross ; 
For she had studied patience in the school 
Of Christ, much comfort she had thence derived, 
And was a follower of the Nazarene. lamb. 
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ANCIENT NATIONS. 



Iv we go back to any of the nations of antiquity 
those which surpassed all their contemporBriei 
as much as did Egypt and Babylon — ^what notion 
does history warrant us in forming of the intellec- 
tual state of the mass of the people 1 We think of 
them as growing up on the soil very much as do 
the vegetables around them ; with no fosteriilgr care 
put forth to encourage and guide them ; with no 
streams of knowledge winding their way to every 
hamlet, gratifying an eager curiosity, and furnishing 
nutriment for growing minds ^ with no eye to look 
out on the widely-extended and varied scenes of the 
world ; and no public spirit to feel an interest in 
the concerns of their fellow men. They grew up 
on the spot, obtained a hard-earned subsistence for 
a few years, never roused from their stupidity, but 
to repel an invasion, to ravage a state, or to build 
a city — and they died on the spot, their life no be- 
nefit to the world of men around them, and their 
death no loss. 

We often read of the splendid achievements of 
ancient armies. But what idea axe we warranted 
in forming of the multitudes of human beings con- 
gregated in these armies? They were brave, but 
Uieir bravery was insensibility. They were power- 
ful, but their power was mere brute force, having 
not many more marks of intelligence in it than were 
in the power of their battering engines. They ac- 
complished the will of a more thinking leader, but 
their obedience was an almost instinctive recogni 
tion of a master. '[(Irfhk of the five millions whom 
Xerxes is said to have led into Greece, — five mil- 
lions of human beings, made to think and act, aad 
to take on themselves an individual responsibility. 
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and at last to Tender an account for their ihoughtB 
and actions ! But how many minds do you suppose 
there were in this moving nation, in which you 
could have found traces of intelligence much beyond 
common animal instinct and mere contrivance to 
exist 1 The proud and unhappy monarch looked 
over this vast assemblage, and, with a sickening and 
gloomy sensibility, wept to think that all the indi- 
viduals of it would be dead in less than a hundred 
years. But what if they did die? What eflS9ct 
could their death have ^|pon the world 1 They had 
done nothing for it. They were capable of d<Hng 
nothing for it Excepting that the physical strength 
of the empire would be somewhat diminished, the 
world would be no more affected by their death, 
than by the felling of so many trees in the forests 
of Scythia. They might have gone with the ar- 
mies of locusts, and perished on the shores of the 
Levant, the existence and the movements of the 
one as well as Hie other, having been known to 
the world only by thd desolations that marked thdr 
progress. e. eysbbtt. 



TITUS BEFORE JERUSALEM. 
It must be ! 



And yet it moves me, Romans ! it confounds 
The counsel of my firm philosophy, 
That ruin^s merdless ploughshare must pass o'eiv 
And barren salt be sowed on yon proud city. 
As on our olive-crowned hill we stand, 
Where Kedron at our feet its scanty waters 
Distils ^m stone to stone with gentle motion, 
^ through a valley sacred to sweet peace, 
How boldly doth it fr(»t us ! how m^estically ! 

P 
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Like a haurioua vineyard, Ike loll side 
Is hung with marble fabrics, line o'er Une, 
Terrace o'er terrace, nearer still, and nearer 
To the blue heavens. 

Here bright and sumptuous palaces, 
With cool and verdant gardens interspers'd ; 
Here towers of war, that frown in massy strength; 
"While over all hangs the rich purple eve. 
As cxinscious of its being her last farewell 
Of light and glory to that fiuied dty. 
And, as our clouds of battle dust, and smoke 
Are melted into air, behold the temple, 
In undisturbed and lone serenity, 
Finding itself a solemn sanctuary 
In the profound of heaven I 

It stands before us 
A mount of snow fretted with golden pinnacles! 
The very sun, as though he worshipped there. 
Lingers upon the gilded cedar roo& : 
And down the long and branchinf porticoes. 
On every flowing-sculptur'd capital. 
Glitters the homage of his partijig beams. 
By Hercules ! the sight might ahnost win 
The offended majesty of Rome to mercy. 

MII.MJLH. 



USES OF WATER. 

How common, and yet how beautiful and how 
pure, is a drop of water ! See it, as it issues from 
the rock to supply the spring and the stiilam below. 
See how its meanderings through tho pla^^ s^<l ^^s 
torrents over the cliHs, add to the richndST and the 
beauty of the landscape. Look into a factory stag- 
ing by a water&ll, in which every drop is faithHl 



Tax PBxaiicx. 2S7 

to perfonn its party and hear the groaning and nu^ 
ling of the wheels, the clattering of shuttles, and 
the buzz of spindles, which, under the direction of 
their ybtr attendants, are supplying myriads of fair 
purdiasers with fabrics from the cotton-plant, the 
abee^ and the silk-worm. 

Is any one so stupid as not to admire the splen* 
dour of the rainbow, or so ignorant aa not to know 
that it is produced by drops of water, as they break 
away from the clouds which had confined them, 
and are making a quick visit to our earth to renew 
its verdure and increase its animation 1 How use- 
ful is the gentle dew, in its nightly visits, to allay 
the scorching heat of a summer's sun ! And the 
autumn's frost, how beautifuUy it bedecks the trees, 
the shrubs and the grass ; though it strips them of 
their summer's verdure, and warns them' that they 
must soon receive the bufietings of the winter's 
tempest ! This is but water, which has given up 
its transparency £[)r its beaudful whiteness and its 
elegant crystals. The snow, too — ^what is that but 
these same pure drops thrown into crystals by win* 
tor's icy handl and does not the first summer's sun 
return them to the same limpid drops 1 

The majestic river, and the boundless ocean, 
what are they 1 Are they not made of drops of 
water 1 How the river steadily pursues its course 
from the mountain's top, down the declivity, over 
the chS, and through the plain, taking with it every 
thing in its course ! How many mighty ships does 
the ocean float upon its bosom ! How many fishes 
8|>ort in its waters ! How does it form a lodging- 
pilace for the Amazon, the Mississippi, the Danube, 
the Rhine, the Ganges, the Lena, and the Hoang 
Ha! 
%ow piercing are these pure limpid drops ! How 
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do &^ find iheir way into the deptlis of Hie enth, 
and even the eoUd rockl How many thousand 
streamB, hidden from our view by mountain wmjwbm, 
are steadily pursuing their courses, deep from the 
tUT&ce which forms our standing-place for a §em 
short days ! In the air, too, how it diffuses itsdf I 
Where can a particle of air be found whidi does 
Hot contain an atom of water 1 

How much would a famishing man g^ve for a 
few of these pure, limpid drops of water ! And 
where do we use it in our daily sustenance 1 oria- 
ther, where do we not use it 1 Which portion of 
die food that we have taken during our lives did 
not contain iti What part of our body, which 
limb, which organ, is not moistened with this same 
iaithful servant 1 How is our blood, that free li- 
quid, to circulate through our veins without it 1 

How gladly does the faithful horse, or the patient 
oic, in his toilsome journey, arrive at the water's 
brink ! And the faithful dog, patiently following 
his master's track — ^how eagerly does he lap the 
water from the clear fountain he meets in his way ! 

The feathered tribe, also— how far and how quick 
their flight, that they may exchange the northern 
ice for the same common comfort rendered liquid 
and limpid by a southern sun ! 

Whose heart ought not to overflow with grati- 
tude to the abundant Giver of this pure liquid, 
which his own hand has deposited in the deep, and 
diflusod through the floating air and the soUd earth t 
Is it the farmer, whose fields, by the gentle dew and 
the abundant rain, bring forth fatness 1 Is it the 
mechanic, whose saw, lathe, spindle and shuttle are 
moved by this faithful servant 1 Is it the merchant, 
on his return from the noise and the perplezi|ifls 
of business, to the table of his femily, xichfyXp- 



plied with the varieties and the luxuries of ihe four 
quarters of the globe, produced by the abundant 
rain, and transported across the mighty but yielding 
ocean 1 Is it the physician, on his administering to 
his patient some gentle berrerage, or a more active 
healer of the disease which threatens 1 Is it the 
clergyman, whose profession h is to make others 
feel---and that by feeling himself that the slightest 
fiivour and the richest blessing are from the same 
source, and from the same abundant and constant 
Giver ? Who, that still has a glass of water and a 
crumb of bread, is not ungratefril to complain 1 

• AKOB-. 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

Child of the sun ! pursue thy rapturous flight, 
Mingling with her thou lov'st in fields of light ; 
And, where the flowers of paradise \mfold, 
Quaff fragrant nectar from their cups of gold, 
There shall thy wings, rich as an evening sky, 
Expand and shut in silent ecstasy. 

Y et wert thou once a worm, a thing that crept 
On the bare earth, then wrought a tomb, and slept; 
And such is man ; soon from his cell of clay 
To burst a seraph in the hlaze of day. 

Boeras. 



NIGHT. 

NioHT Lb the time for rest 

How sweet, when labours close. 

To gather round an aching breast 
The curtain of repose : 
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Stretch the tired limbs and lay the head 
Upon our own delightful bed ! 

Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay romance of life, 
When truth that is, and truth that seems, 

Blend in fantastic strife ; 
Ah ! visions less beguiling far 
Than waking dreams by daylight are I 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field, 
Intent to -^^ the buried spoil 

Its weadtny furrows yield ; 
Till all is ours that sages taught, 
That poets sang, or heroes wrought. 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet witli unseen tears 
Those graves of memory where sleep 

The joys of other years ; 
Hopes that were Angels in their birth. 
But perish'd young, like things of earth ! 

Night is the time to watch ; 

On the ocean's dark expanse, 
To hail the Pleiades, or catch 

The full moon's earliest glance. 
That brings into the home-sick mind. 
All we have loved and left behind. 

Night is the time for care ; 

Brooding on hours mispent, 
To see the spectre of despair 

Gome to our lonely tent ; 
Like Brutus 'midst his slumbering host, 
Startled by G»sai^B stalwart ghost 
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Night 18 the time to muse ; 

Then from the eye the soul 
Takes flight, and with expanding views 

Beyond the starry pole, 
Describes athwart the abyss of night 
The dawn of uncreated Ught. 

Night is the time to pray ; 

Our Saviour oft withdrew 
To desert mountains far away, 

So will his followers do ; 
Steal from their throng to haunts untrod. 
And hold communion there widi God. 

Night is the time for death : 

When all around is peace, 
Calmly to yield the weaiy breath. 

From sin and suffering cease ; 
Think of Heaven's bliss, and give the sign 
To parting friends: — such death be mine I 

XONTeOMBRT. 



PURSUITS OP COWPER. 
[Described in a letter to Mrs. King.] ' 

V are perfectly secure from all danger of being 
overwhelmed with presents from me. It is not 
much that a poet can possibly have it in his power 
to give. When he has presented his own works, 
he may be supposed to have exhausted all means 
of donation. They are his only superfluity. There 
was a time — ^but Uiat time was before I commenced 
writer for the press— when I amused myself in a 
way somewhat similar to yours ; allowing, I mean, 
for the dififerenoe between masculine and female 
opemtionfl. Tha scissois and the needle are your 



TBB FBXKinM. 

chief implements; mine were lihe diiflel and the 
■aw. In those days, you m^ht have heen in some 
danger of too plentiful a retxim for your fiivoma. 
Tables, such as they were, and joint-stools, such as 
never were, might have travelled to Perton-hall in 
most inconvenient abundance. Bat I have long since 
discontinued this practice, and many others which 
I found it necessary to adopt, that I might eac^n 
the worst of all evik, both in itself and in its conae* 
quences — an idle life. Many arts I have exerciaed 
with this view, for which nature never designed 
me ; though among them were some in which I ar- 
rived at coni^erable proficiency, by mere dint of 
the most heroic perseverance. There is not a 
'squire in all this country who can boast of having 
made better squirrel houses, hutches for rabbits, or 
bird-cages, than myself; and in the article of cab- 
bage-nets I had no superior. I even had the hazdi- 
iiesi to take in hand the pencil, and studied a whole 
year the art of drawing. Many figures were &e 
fruit of my labours, which had, at least, the mait 
of being unparalleled by any production either of 
art or nature. But before Uie year was ended, I 
had occasion to wonder at the progress that may be 
made, in despite of natural deficient^, by dint alone 
of practice ; for I actually produced three landscapes* 
which a lady thought worthy to be framed and 
glazed. I then judged it high time to exchange this 
occupation for anodier, lest, by any subsequent pro- 
ductions of inferior merit, I ^ould forfeit the ho- 
nour I had so fortunately acquired. But {pazdAiing 
was, of all employments, that in which I sucoeeded 
bc»t ; though, even in this, I did not suddenly al- 
tain perfection. I began with lettDces and cauli- 
flowers : firom them I proceeded to cacnmbers ; next 
to melons. I then purchased an orange tiee» to 
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'which, in due time, I added two or thtee myrtlM, 
These served me, day and night, with employment 
during a whole severe winter. To defend them 
from the iiost, in a situation that exposed them to 
its severity, cost me much ingenuity and much 
attendance. I contrived to give them a fireheat; 
and have waded night aAer night, through the 
snow, with the bellows under my ann, just be* 
fore going to bed, to give the latest possible puff 
to the embers, lest the frost diould seize them be- 
fore moming. Very minute beginnings have some- 
times important consequences. From nursing two 
or three little evergreens, I became unbitious of a 
Sreen-hoose, and accordingly huilt one ; whidi, verse 
exerted, afforded me amusement for a longer time 
than any expedient of all the many to which I 
have fled for refuge from the miseiy of having no- 
thing to do. When I left OIney for Weston, I 
could no longer have a green-house of my own ; 
but in a neighbour's garden I find a better, of which 
the sole management }b consigned to me. 



THE ENGLISH CHURCH SERVICE. 

Nor would I leave unsung 
The lofiy ritual of our dster land : 
In vestment white, the minister of God 
Opens the book, and reverentially 
The stated portion reads. . A pause ensues. 
The .organ breathes its distant thunder ; notes 
Then swell into a diapason full ;* 
The people, rising, sing, with harp, witli harp 
And voice of psalms ; harmoniously attuned. 
The various voices blend ; the long-drawn aisles, 

* DUgfoiMt a musical terai. 
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At evny tHoM, the lingering etndn prokiifr. 
And now the tabes a mellowed stop controis ; 
In softer harmony the people join^ x^ 

While liquid whispers from yon orphan beild 
Recall the soul from adoration's trsnoe, . 
And fill the eye with pity's gentle tears. 
Again the organ peal, loud rolling, meets 
The halleluj^s of the choir. Sublime, 
A thousand notes symphoniously ascend. 
As if the whole were one, suspended high 
In air, soaring iieavenward: a&r they float, 
Wafl^ gkd tidings to the sick nuoi's coudi t 
Raised on his tarn, he lists the cadence close. 
Yet thinks he hears it still ; his heart is cheesed ; 
He smiles on death; but, ah ! a wish woU riae— 
'* Would I were now beneath that echoing foof ! 
No lukewarm accents from my lips should flow, 
My heart would sing : and, many a Sabbath-day, 
My steps should thither turn ; or, wandering flu: 
In solitary paths, where wild flowers blow. 
There would I bless His name who led me forth 
From death's dark vale, to walk amid these sweets; 
Who gives the bloom of health once more to glow 
Upon this cheek, and lights this languid eye." 



PASSAGE OF THE BED SEA. 

'Mm the light spray their snorting camels stood. 
Nor bath'd a fetlock in the nauseous flood — 
He comes — their leader comes I — the man .of God 
O'er the wide waters lifts his mighty rod. 
And onward treads — ^The circling waves retreat, 
In hoarse, deep murmurs, from his holy feet ; 
And the chas'd surges, inly roaring, show 
The hard wet sand an4 coral hiUa below. 
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Witih Umbfl fhat falter, and with hearta that swell, 
Down, down they paas — a steep and slippery dell 
Around them rise, in pristine chaos hurl'd 
ThMndent locks, the secrets of the world ; 
AziCHfiowisrs that blush beneath the ocean green. 
And CMS, the sea-calves* low-roof 'd haunt, are seen. 
Bow^l^safely down the narrow pass they tread ; 
The IbSetling waters storm above their head : 
While far behind retires the sinking day, 
And fades on Edom's hills its latest ray. / 

Yet Bot from Israel fled the firiendly light, 
Or dark to them, or cheerless camo the night, 
Still in their van, along that dreadful road, 
Blaz'd broad and l&erce, the brandish'd torch of €rod. 
Its meteor glare a» tenfold lustre gave 
On the long mirror of the rosy wave : 
Whil^ its blest beams a sunlike heat supply 
Warm every cheek and dance in every eye— 
To them alone — ^for Misraim's wizard train 
.Invoke for light their monster-gods in vain: 
Clouds heap'd on clouds theur struggling sight 

confine, 
And tenfold daikness broods above their line. 
Tet on they fare by reckless vengeance led, 
And range unconscious through the ocean's bed. 
TiU midway now — that strange and fiery form 
Show'd his dread visage lightening through the 

storm; 
With withering splendour blasted all their might, 
And brake their chariot-wheels, and marred their 

coursers* flight. 
''Fly, Misraim, fly!*'— -The ravenous floods tfiej 

see. 
And, fiercer than the floods, the Deity. 
«* Fly, Misraim, % !**— From Edom's coral strand 
Again the prophet stretch'd hia dreadful wuid>7 
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Willi one wild eraah the thundering watera mmep, 

And all if waves^-a dark and lonely deep 

Yet o'er these lonely waves such murmurs pas^ 
As mortal wailing swelled the nightly blast : 
And strange and sad the whispering breezes bore 
The groans of Egypt to Arabia's shore. 



EXTRACT. 

W ho, when nought is heard aionnd 
But the great ocean's solemn sound. 
Feels not as if the eternal God 
Were speaking in that dread abode, 
An answering voice seems kindly given. 
From the multitude of stars in heaven: 
And oft a smile of moonlight fair 
To perfect peace has changed despair. 
Low as we are, we blend our fitte 
With things so beautifully great; 
And though opprest with heaviest grief 
From nature's bliss we draw relief 
Assured that God's most gracious eye 
Beholds us in our misery, 
And sends mild sound and lovely sight. 
To change that misery to delight 



ENGLISH CUSTOMS. 

Thi dress of Englishmen* wants that variety vUdi 
lenders the figures of our scenery so pictiiiesqiie. 

* These remarks are extracted from certain pretended 
Lettenr of a Spanish gentleman named EsprleUa. raaidisc 
mSngiaad. - 



You might think, from walking (he streets of Lon- 
don, that Aere were no ministeiiB of religion in the 

country ; J smiled at the remark, and told me 

that some of the dignified clergy wore silk aprons ; 

but these are rarely seen, and they are nore gene* 

rally known by a huge and hideous wig, once cod- 

adered to be as necessary a covering for a learned 

head as an ivy bush is for an owl, but which even 

physicians have now discarded, and left only to 

schoolmasters and doctors in divinity. There i% 

too, tins remarkable difference between the costume 

of England and of Spain, that here the national 

dress is altogether devoid of grace, and it is only 

modem fashions which have improved it; in Spain. 

on the contrary, nothing can be more graceful than 

the dresses boUi o( the clergy and peasantry, which 

have from time immemorial remained undianged ; 

while our better ranks clothe themselves in a worse 

taste, because they imitate the apery of other nap 

tions. What I say of their costume applies wholly 

to that of the men ; the dress of English women is 

perfect, as far as it goes ; it leaves nothing to be 

wished,— except that there should be a little moie 

of it. 

The most singular figvres in the streets of this 
metropolis are the men who are employed in carry- 
ing the earth-coal, which they remove from the 
barge to. the wagon, and again from the wagon to 
the house, upon their backs. The back of the coat^ 
therefore, is as well quilted as the cotton breastplate 
of our soldiers in America In old times : and to pro* 
tect it still more, the broad flap of the hat lies flat 
upon the shoulders. The head consequently seems 
to bend unusually forward, and the whole figure has 
the appearance of having been bowed beneath habi- 
tual burdens. The lower classes, with this exception, 
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if they do not wear the cast cloUiee of the hig^ 
nnksy have them in the same fonn. The post-mea 
all wear the royal livery, whidi is scarlet and gold ; 
they hurry through the streets, and cross from side 
to side with indefatigable rapidity. • The En^ish 
doors have knockers instead of bells, and there is an 
advantage in this which you would not inunediately 
perceive. The bell, by whomsoever it be pulled, 
must always give the same sound ; but thcf knodi- 
er may be so handled as to explain who plays upon 
it, and accordingly, it has its systematic set of sig- 
palg- The post-man comes with two loud and n^ 
raps, such as no person but himself ever gives. One 
very loud one marks the news-man. A aingfe 
knock of less vehemence denotes a servant or othv 
messenger. Visitors give three or four. Footmen 
or coachmen always more than their masters ; and 
the master of every family has usually his partico- 
lar touch, which is immediately recognised. 

Every shop has an inscription above it expreaoDg 
the name of its owner, and that of his predeceflBor, 
if the business has been so long established as to 
derive a certain degree of respectability from time. 
Cheap warehouse is sometimes added; and if the 
tradesman has the honour to serve any one of the 
royal fiunily, this is also mentioned, and the royal 
arms in a style of expensive carving are affixed over 
the door. These inscriptions in large gUt lettos, 
shaped with the greatest nicety, form a peculiar 
feature in the streets of London. In former times 
all the shops had large signs suspended before them, 
such as are still used at iims in the country ; these 
have long since disappeared ; but in a few instances, 
where the shop is of such long standing that it is 
still known by the name of its old insignia, a small 
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ptctare still preserves the sign, placed instead of one 
of the window panes. 

If I were to pass the remainder of my life in Lon- 
don, I think Ihe shops would always continue to 
amuse me. Something extraordinary or beautiful 
is for ever to be seen in them. I saw, the other 
day, a sturgeon, above two varaa in length, hang^ 
ing at a fishmonger's. In one window you see the 
most exquisite lamps of alabaster, to shed a pearly 
light in the bed-chamber ; or formed of cut glase^ 
to glitter like diamonds in the drawing-room; in 
another, a convex mirror reflects the whole picture 
of the street, with all its moving swarms, or you 
start firom your own face magnified to tiie propor- 
tions of a giant's. At one door stands a little Scotch- 
man taking snufi) — ^in one window a little gentleman 
with his coat puckered up in folds, and the folds filled 
with water to show that it is proof against wet. ^Here 
you have cages full of birds of every kind, and on 
the upper story live peacocks are spreading their 
&jaa ; another window displays the rarest birds and 
beasts stufied, and in glass cases ; in another you 
have every sort of artificial fly for the angler, and 
another is full of busts painted to the life, with glass 
eyes, and dressed in full fiishion to exhibit the wigs 
which are made within, in the very newest and 
most approved taste. And thus is there a per- 
petual exhibition of whatever is curious in nature 
or art, exquisite in workmanship, or singular in cos- 
tume ; and the display is perpetually varying, as 
the ingenuity of trade, and tiie absurdity of fashion, 
are ever producing something new. 

BOUTHXT. 
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THE SEASHELL. 



Umht a rock's extreme&t verge, 
Round which the foaming billows beal, 

I sat and listened to the surge 

Which threw its white sptaj o'er my 

Iiong, l<mg I linger*d, lost in thoughl, 
StiU gazing on the boundless see. 

In whose unceasing flow is wrought 
An emblem of eternity. 

I gathered from the pebbled shore 

A shell, with rainbow beauties tinged ; 

And home my ocean-prize I bore 

With many-colour'd sea-weed finnged. 

As to my listening ear I held 

The shining gem the billows gave. 

Within its fairy cavern swell'd 
The mimic murmur of the wave. 

Though distant far my footsteps stray'd 
Through shady grove or sunny plain, 

Stilli still its fairy cadence made 
An echo of the roaring main. 

'Tis thus the aged seaman dreams, 
When anchored in his tranquil home ; 

In wand'ring fancy still he seems 
Through dark and stormy seas to roam. 

tie slumbers in a land of peace ; 

He hears no more the waters' strife ; 
But faithful memory still will trace 

The dangers of his early lifs. asov. 
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THE SENSE OF DUTY. 

Thbbb is one principle of the soul, which makes 
aU men essentially equal, which places lUl on a 
level as to means of happiness, which may place in 
the first rank of human heings those who are the 
most depressed in worldly condition, and which, 
therefore, gives ihe most depressed a title to interest 
and tespect I refer to (he sense of duty, to the 
power of discerning and doing right, to the moral 
and religious principle, to the inward monitor which 
speaks in the name of God, to the capacity of virtue 
or excellence. 

This is the gieat gift of God. We can conceive 
no greater. In seraph and archangel, we can con- 
ceive no higher energy than the power of virtue ; or 
the power of forming themselves after the will and 
moral perfections of God. 

This pdwer breaks down all barriers betweeh the 
seraph and the lowest human being; it makes them 
brethren. Whoever has derived from God this per- 
ception and capacity of rectitude, has a bond of union 
with the spiritual world, stronger than all the ties 
of nature. He possesses a principle, which, if he 
is &ithful to it, must carry him forward for ever, 
and ensures to him the improvement and happiness 
of the highest order of beings. 

It is this moral power, which makes all men es- 
sentially equal, which annihilates all the distinctions 
of this world. Through this, the ignorant and the 
poor may become the greatest of the race ; for the 
greatest is he who is most true to the prmdple of 
duty. It is not improbable, that the noblest human 
beings are to be found in the least fiivoured conditions 
of society, among those whose names are never ntteiw 

Q 
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ed beyond the narrow circle in which they toil and 
suffer, who have but "two mites" to give away, 
whp have perhaps not even .that, but who *< desire 
to be &d with the crumbs which fisdl from the rich 
man's table," for in this class may be fonnd those, 
who have withstood the severest temptation, who 
have practised the most arduous duties, who* have 
confided in Grod under the heaviest trials, who have 
been most wronged and have forgiven most ; and 
these are the great, the exalted. It matters no^iing, 
what the particular duties are to which the indivi- 
dual is called,— ^how minute or obscure in their out- 
ward form. Greatness in God's sight Ues, not in the 
extent of the sphere which is filled, or of the e£ket 
which is produced, but altogether in the power of 
virtue in the soul, in the energy with which God's 
will is chosen, with which trial is borne, and good- 
ness loved and pursued. 

The sense of duty is the greatest gift of God. 
The Idea of right is the primary and the highest 
revelation of God to the human mind, and all out- 
ward revelations are founded on and addressed 
to it 

All mysteries of sdence and theology fade away 
before the grandeur of the simple perception of duty, 
which dawns on the mind of the little child. That 
perception brings him into the moral kingdom of 
God. That lays on him an everlasting bond. He, 
in whom the conviction of duty is unfolded, be- 
comes subject fi^om that moment to a law, which 
BO power in the universe can abrogate. 

He forms a new and indissoluble connexion widi 
God, that of aa accountable being. He begiins to 
stand before an inward tribunal, on the dedaons of 
which his whole happiness rests ; he hears a voice, 
which if fiiithfuify followed, will guide him to per- 
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fecdon, and in neglecting which he brings upon 
himself inevitable misery. 

We little xinderstand the solemnity of the moral 
principle in every hmnan mind. We think not 
how awfol are its functions. We forget that it is 
the germ of immortality. Did we understand it, we 
diotdd look with a feeling of reverence on every 
being to whom it is given. OHAirzriire, 



EFFECT OF THE DEATH OF NELSON. 

Tax death of Nelson was felt in England as some- 
thing more than a public calamity ; men started at 
the intelligence, and turned pale ; as if they had 
heard of the loss of a dear friend. . An object of our 
admiration and afiection, of our pride and of our 
hopeS) was suddenly taken from us ; and it seemed 
as if we had never, till then, known how deeply vre 
loved and reverenced him. What the country had 
lost in its great naval hero— the greatest of our own, 
and of all former times, was scarcely taken into the 
account of grief. So perfectly, indeed, had he per- 
formed his part, that the maritime war, after the battle 
of Trafiilgar, was considered at an end : the fleets 
of the enemy not merely defeated, but destroyed : 
new navies must be built, and a new race of seamen 
reared for them, before the possibility of their invad- 
ing our Bhores could again be contemplated. It 
-was not, therefore, from any selfish reflection upon 
the magnitude of our loss that we mourned for him : 
the general sorrow was of a higher character. The 
people of England grieved that funeral ceremonies, 
and public monuments, and posthumous rewards 
-were all which they could now bestow upon him, 
whom the king, the legislature, and the nation. 
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would have alike delighted to honour; whom mwerj 
tongue would have blessed; whose preaenoe in 
every village through which he might.have paaaed 
would have wakened the churdi beUs, have givmi 
schoolboys a holyday, have drawn children fion 
their sports to gaze upon him, and ''old men from 
the chunney corner/' to look upon Nelson ere Aey 
died. The victory of Trafiilgar was celebrated^ 
indeed, with the usual forms of rejoicing, but they 
were without joy : for such already was the gloiy of 
the British navy, through Nelson's surpasedng ge- 
nius, that it scarcely seemed to receive any addition 
firom the most signal victory that ever was achieved 
upon the seas ; and the destruction of this mighty 
fleet, by which all the maritime schemes of France 
were totally frustrated, hardly appeared to add to 
our security or strength; for, while Nelson was 
living, to watch the combined squadrons of die 
enemy, we felt ourselves as secure as now, when 
they were no longer in existence. southxt. 



THE PLAYTHINGS. 

Oh ! mother, here 's the very top 

That brother used to spin ; 
The vase with seeds I 've seen him drop 

To call our robiii in ; 
The line that held his pretty kite. 

His bow, his cup and ball. 
The slate on which he learned to wrile^ 

His feather, cap, and all ! 

My dear, I 'd put the things away 
Just where they were before : 

Go, Anna, take lum out to play. 
And shut the closet door 



1 
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Sweet innocent ! he little thinks 

The slightest thought expressed 
Of him that *b lost, how deep it sinks 

Within a mother's hreast ! 

mss eovLD* 



TO A CHILD. 



A TiOLXT springing in ihe shade, 

A tone of music waking 
From the leafd hough, or grassy hlade^ 

In the soft breezes shakuig ; 
A ray of starlight trembling o'er 

The dusk face of a sleeping sea~* 
What, of such mild delights, can more 

Sweetest of sweets, resemble thee 1 
Art not thyself a violet ? 

Is not the breezy music thine 1 
Or ever in ether glhnmer'd yet 

A star more phre or more divine 1 

Thou steal'st upon my heart, as steals 

A shadow on the plain, 
And my heart darkens, but it feels 

A saddening joy, not pain ; 
Sadness, to think a world of wo 

For such a spirit is spread around, 
And joy, in such a world, to know 

A spirit so heavenly b found, — 
A cherub for a moment given. 

To teach weak man what being's worth ; 
Ever to keep his thoughts on heaven. 

Yet smooth' the chson that binds to earth. 

Be happy, for thou mak'st us so-~ 

It is enough to see 
The radiance of thy face, to know 

A pure felicity ; 
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The sight of innocence and loTe, 

Garb'd in the light of childish 
This is the better spell to prove 

An antidote to tears. 
' Wend through the world, nor fear its 

Thy path with flowers shall shine. 
For men will steal the sweets firom theira 

To strew them over thine. 

BB. BISB. 



THE DEAD BOLDIER. 

THnrx was the death that many meet. 

That many deem the best ; 
To lay them down at glory's feet 

To their eternal rest — 
For glory's glittering toy to rave. 
And find the bauble in the grave ! 

What 'vails it where we barter life 1 

Whether upon the plain. 
Amid the spirit-stirring strife 

Or on the stormy main ? 
On land or sea, it is the same ; 
We die ; and what to us is fame I 

Why liest thou stiff and idle there. 

Thy hand upon thy sword, 
While rapine shouts upon the air 

His fearful signal word 1 
Up, up ! and join the gathering clan 
Of human fiends that prey on man. 

Up and and away ! the squadron'd hone 
Approach in fierce array ; 
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They 11 mar thy poor dishonoured corae 

And tread thy form away : 
Madly o'er faint and dead they pour, 
And hoof and fetlock smoke v/ith gore. 

Thou heed'st me not ; thou hearest not 

The trumpet echoing near ; 
And even the roaring cannon-shot 

Flies soundless hy thine ear. 
Thy leader shouts — away, away ! 
Ah, soldier ! thou canst not obey ! 

An hour ago thou wert all life. 

With fiery soul and eye. 
Rushing amid the kindling strife. 

To do thy best, and die — 
And now a gory mass of clay 
Is stretch'd upon the warrior's way. 

Why are those trappings on thy*fonn ? 

The harness coidd not shield 
Thy bosom from the iron storm, 

That hurtled o'er the field. 
Men fled the terrors of thy brow — 
The Tulture does not fear thee now ! 

A thousand like thyself, ah me !* 

Are stretched upon the ground ; 
While the glad trump of victory 

Is pealing round and round : 
Hark, how the victors shout and cheer I 
It matters not — the dead are here ! 

Arise ! the paean rings aloud, 

The battle field is won ; 
Up, up ! and join the eager crowd, 

Before the booty's done : 
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What—wilt not take the meed of toQ, 
Thy share of gloiy and of spoil 1 

Silent, and grim, and sad to TieWy 

Thou liest upon the plain ; 
To hleach or fester in the dew. 

The sun, the winds, the tain : 
What art Uiou now, poor luckless tool t 
A murderer's mark, a tyrant^s fooL 

H. II. Biaii. 



CHARACTER OF THE PURITANS. 

Tu Puritans were men whose 'minds bad de- 
rived a pecuUar character from the daily contempla- 
tion of superior beings and eternal interests. Not 
content with acknowledging, in general terms, an 
over-ruling Providence, they habitually ascribed 
every event to the will of the Great Being, for 
whose power nothing was too vast, for whose in- 
spection nothing was too minute. To know him, 
to serve him, to enjoy him, was with them the 
great end of existence. They rejected with con- 
tempt the ceremonious homage which other sects 
substituted for the pure worship of the soul. In- 
stead of catcning occasional glunpses of the Deity 
through an obscuring veil, they aspired to gaze full 
on the intolerable brightness, and to commune with 
him face to face. Hence originated their contempt 
for terrestrial distinctions. The difference between 
the greatest and meanest of mankind seemed to 
vanidi, when compared with the boundless interval 
which separated the whole race from him on whom 
their own eyes were constanUy *fixed. . They re- 
cognised no title to superiority but his &voar ; and, 
confident of that fiivour, they despised all the 



oomplishm«ntfl and all the dignities of the world. 
If ihey were unacqiiainted witib the works of phi- 
losophers and poets, they were deeply read in the 
oracles of God. If their names were not found in 
the regbters of heralds, they felt assured that they 
were recorded in the Book of Life. If their steps 
were not accompanied by a spletidid train of me- 
ntals, legions of ministering angels. had charge over 
them. Their palaces were houses not made with 
hands ; their diadems crowns of glory which should 
never fade away ! On the rich and the doquent, 
on nobles and priests, they looked down with con- 
tempt: for they esteemed themseWes rich in a 
more precious treasure, and eloquent in a more sub- 
lime language, nobles by the right of an earlier 
creation, and priests by the imposition of a mightier 
hand. The very meanest of them was a being to 
whose fate a mysterious and terrible importance be» 
longed— on whose slightest action the Spirits of 
light and darkness looked with anxious interest, 
who had been destined, before hearven and earth 
were created, to enjoy a felicity which should con- 
tinue when heaven and earth should have passed 
away. Events which short-sighted potiticians as- 
cribed to earthly causes had been ordained on his 
account For his sake empires had risen, and 
flourished, and decayed. For his sake the Almighty 
had proclaimed his will by the pen of the evange- 
list, and the harp of the prophet He had been 
rescued by no common deliverer from the grasp 
of no common foe. He had been ransomed by the 
sweat of no vulgar agony, by the blood of no eturthly 
saciftfice. It was for lum that the sun had been 
darkened, that the rocks had been rent, that the 
dead had arisen, that all nature had shuddered at 
the sufferings of her expiring Ood ! 
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Thtis the Puritan was made up of two «liflSfirfmf 
men, the one self-«baaement, penitence, gpratitude, 
passion ; the other proud, cahn, inflexible, sagacioa& 
He prostrated himself in the dust before his Maker; 
but he set his foot on the neck of his king. In his 
devotional retirement, he prayed with convulsiona, 
and groajis, and tears. He was half maddened bj 
glorious or terrible illusions. He heard the lyres 
of angels, or the tempting whispers of fiends. He 
caught a gleam of the Beatific Vision, or woke 
screaming from dreams of everlasting fire. Like 
Vane, he thought himself intrusted widi the sceptre 
of the mUlennial year. Like Fleetwood, he cried in 
the bitterness of his soul that God had hid his £m» 
from him. But, when he took his seat in the council, 
or girt oi> his sword of war, these tempestuous work- 
ings of the soul had left no perceptible trace behind 
them. People who saw nothing of the godly, but 
their uncouth visages, and heard nothing^ from 
them but their groans and their whining hymns, 
might laugh at them. But those had little reason 
to laugh who encountered them in the hall of de- 
bate, or in the field of battle. These ^atics brought 
to civil and military affairs, a coolness of judgement, 
and an immutability of purpose which some writers 
have thought inconsistent with their religious xeal, 
but which were in fact the necessary effects of it 
The intensity of their feelings on one subject made 
them tranquil in every other. One overpowering 
sentiment had subjected to itself pity and hatred, 
ambition and fear. Death had lost its terrors, and 
pleasure its charms. They had their smiles and 
their tears, their raptures and their 8orrow8y«but 
not for things of .tiiis world. Enthusiasm had 
made them Btoics, had cleared their minds from 
every vulgar passion and prejudice, and raised them 
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above the inflttence of danger and of oorruption. 
It sometimes might lead them to pursue unwise 
ends, but never to choose unwise means. Th^ 
went through the world like Sir Artegale's iron 
man Talus with his flail, crushing and trampling 
down oppressors, mingling with human beings, but 
having neither part' nor lot in human infirmities ; 
insensible to fatigue, to pleasure, and to pain ; not 
to be pierced bj any weapon, not to be withstood 
by any barrier. 

Such we believe to have been the character of 
the Puritans. We perceive the absurdity of their 
manners. We dislike the sullen gloom of their do- 
mestic habits. We acknowledge that the tone of 
their minds was often injured, by straining after 
things too high for mortal reach : and we know 
that, in spite of their hatred of Popery, they too 
often fell into the worst vices of that bad system, 
intolerance and extravagant austerity, — ^that they 
had their anchorites and their crusades, their Dun- 
stans and their De Montforts, their Dominies and 
their Escobars. Yet, when all circumstances are 
taken into coi|pideration, we do not hesitate to pro- 
nounce them a brave, a wise, an honest and an use- 
ful body. xniinsuBGH bsyisw. 



STANZAS. 

Whxit yon mournfully rivet your tear-laden eyes. 
That have seen the last sunset of hope pass away, 
On some bright orb, that seems, through the stiQ 

sapphire sky. 
In beauty and splendour, to roll on its way : 

Oh remember, this earth, if beheld from a&r, 
Would seem wrapt in a halo as clear and as bright 
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As tibie puT6 silver radtance enshrining yon star. 
Where your spirit is eagerly soaring to^g^hi. 

And at this very moment, perhaps, some poor heart, 
That is aching and breaking in that distant ^h^e. 
Gazes down on this dark world, and longs to depart 
From its own dismal home, to a brighter one here. 

KISS 



THOUGHTS AT MIDNIGHT. 

DxAB babe, that sleepest cradled by my side. 
Whose gentle breathings, heard in this deep calm. 
Fill up Uie interspersed vacancies 
And momentary pauses of the thought ! 
My babe so beautiful ! it thrills my heart 
With tender gladness, thus to look ai thee, 
And think that thou shalt learn far other lore. 
And in £ur other scenes ! For I was reared 
In. the great city, pent 'mid cloisters dim, 
And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars. 
But thou, my babe ! shalt wander Ulo a breeze 
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath The crags 
Of ancient mountain, and beneath the douds. 
Which image in the^ bulk both lakes and shores^ 
And mountain erags ; so shalt thou see and hear 
The lovely shapes and sound intelligible 
Of that eternal language which thy God 
Utters, who from eternity doth teach 
Himself in all, and all things in himself. 
Grreat universal Teacher ! he shall mould 
Thy spirit, and, by giving, make it ask. 

Therefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee, 
Whethjsr the summer clothe the general earth 
With greenness, or the redbreast sit and sing 
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Betwixt ihe tufts of snow on the bare branch 
Of mo68y apple*tree, while the nigh thatch 
Smokes in die sun-thaw ; whether the eave-dropt 

Mi, 
Heard only in. the trances of the blast, 
Or if the secret ministry of frost 
Shall hang them up in icicles, 
Quietly shining to the quiet moon. 

C0LXBI1W1. 



CHARACTERISTICS OF POETRY. 

PsRHiiPS no person can be a poet, or can even 
enjoy poetry, without a certain unsoundness of 
mind, if any thing which gives so much pleasure 
ought to be called unsoundness. By poetiy we 
mean, not of course all writing in verse, nor even 
all good writing in verse. Our definition excludea 
many metrical compositions, which, on other^ounds, 
deserve the highest praise. By poetry, we mean the 
nrt of employing words in such a manner as to pro- 
duce an illusiqp on the imagination, the art of do- 
ing by means of words what the painter does by 
means of colours. Thus the greatest of poets has 
described it, in lines universally admired for the 
vigour and felicity of their diction, and still more 
valuable on account of the just notion which they 
convey of the art in which he excelled. 

*As imaginatioD bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poeVs pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A loeal habitation and a name.* 

These are the fruits of the * fine frenzy' which 
he ascribes to the poet,— a fine frenzy, doubtless, but 
still a frenzy. Truth indeed, is essential to poetiy ; 
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bat it 18 the truth of madness. The reafloningB aie 
just; but the premises are felse. After the firaC 
Sttppositioiis have been made, every thing ought to 
be consistent ; but those first suppositions require a. 
degree of credulity which almost amounts to a par- 
tial and temporary derangement of the intellect. 
Hence of all people children are the most imagi- 
native. They abandon themselves without reserve 
to every illusion. Every image which is strongly 
presented to their mental eye produces on them the 
effect of reahty. No man, whatever his sensibility 
may be, is ever affected by Hamlet or Lear, as a. 
little girl b affected by the story of poor Red Ridings- 
hood. She knows that it is all false, that wolves 
cannot speak, that there are no wolves in En^and. 
Yet in spite of her knowledge she believes ; she 
weeps, she trembles ; she dares not go into a dark 
room lest she should feel the teeth of the monster 
at her throat. Such is the despotism of the imagi- 
nation over uncultivated minds. 

In a rude state of society men are children wi& a 
greater variety of ideas. It is therefore in such a 
state of society that we may expect (to find the poeti- 
cal temperament in its highest perfection. In an en- 
lightened age there will be much intelligence, much 
science, much philosophy, abundance of just classifi- 
cation and subtle analysis, abundance of wit and elo- 
quence, abundance of verses, and even of good ones, 
—but little poetry. Men will judge and compare ; 
but they wUl not create. They will talk about the 
old poets, and comment on them, and to a certain 
degree enjoy them. But they will scarcely be able 
to conceive the effect which poetry produced on 
their ruder ancestors, the agony, the ecstasy, the 
plenitude of belief. The Greek Rhapsodists, ac- 
cording to Plato, could not recite Homer without 
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aimost falling into convulsions.* The Mohawk hard- 
ly feels the scalping-knife while he shouts his death- 
song; The power which the ancient bards of Wales 
and Germany exercised over their auditors seems to 
naodem readers almost miraculous. Such fecUngs 
are very rare in a civilized community, and moat 
rare among those who participate most in its im- 
provements. They linger longest among the pear 
santxy. 

Poetry produces an illusion on the eye of the 
mind, as a magic lantern produces an illusion on 
the eye of the body. And, as the magic lantern 
acts best in a dark room, poetry effects its purpose 
most completely in a dark age. As the light of 
knowledge breaks in upon its exhibitions, as the 
outlines of certainty become more and more definite, 
and the shades of probability more and more dis- 
tinct, the hues and lineaments of the phantoms 
which it calls up grow Winter and fidnter. We 
cannot unite the incompatible advants^es of reality 
and deception, the clear discernment of truth and 
the exquisite enjoyment of fiction. 

He who, in an enlightened and literary society, 
aspires to be a great poet, must first become a little 
child. He must take to pieces the whole web of 
his mind. He must unlearn much of that know- 
ledge which has perhaps constituted hitherto his 
chief title to superiority. His very talents will be a 
hinderance to him. His difficulties will be propor- 
tioned to his proficiency in the pursuits which are 
fashionable among his contemporaries; and that 
proficiency will in general be proportioned to the 
vigour and activity of his mind. And it is well, if, 
after all his sacrifices and exertions, his works do not 

* See the Dialogue between Socrates and la 
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reeemble a lisping man, ot a modem nun. We 
have seen in our own time great talents, inteofle la- 
bour, and long meditation, employed in this stzngw 
gle against the spirit of the age; and employed, 
we will not say absolutely in vain, but with dubious 
success and feeble applause. 

BDiXBirn»H &xmw. 



THE WOUNDED EAGLE. 

Easle ! this is not thy sphere ! 
Wairior-bird, what seekest thou herel 
MTherefore by the fountain's brink 
Both l^y royal pinion sink 1 
Wherefore on the violet's bed 
Layst thou thus thy drooping head 1 
Thou that holdst the blast in scorn. 
Thou, that wearst the wings of mom ! 

Eagle ! wilt thou not arise 1 
Look upon thine own bright skies ! 
Lift thy glance ! — the fiery sun 
There his pride of place hath won. 
And the mountain lark is there ; 
And sweet sound hath fill'd the air. 
Hast thou left that realm on high 1— 
Oh it can be but to die ! 

Eagle, eagle ! thou hast bow'd 
From thine empire o'er the doud ! 
Thou that hadst ethereal birth : 
Thou hast stoop'd too near the earth. 
And the hunter's shaft hath found thae^ 
And the toils of death have bound ^ee I 
Wherefore didst thou leave thy place. 
Creature of a kingly race ^ 



1 
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W«rt thou weaiy of ihj throne 1 
Was the sky's dominion lone 1 
ChiU and lone it well might be. 
Yet that mighty wing was free ! 
Now Uie chain is o'er it cast. 
From thy heart the blood flows &st 
Wo for gifted souls and h^ ! 
Is MOt such their destiny ? 

MBS. HXXAirs. 



THE ADVENTURE OF THE MASON. 

Thx&x was once upon a time a poor mason, or 
bricklayer in Granada, who kept all the saints' days 
and holydays, and saint Monday into the bargain, 
and yet, with all his devotion, he grew poorer and 
poorer, and could scarcely earn bread for his nu- 
merous family. One night he was roused from his 
first sleep by a knocking at his door. He opened it, 
and beheld before him a tall, meagre, cadaverous 
looking priest ** Hark ye, honest friend," said the 
stranger, *'I have observed that you are a good 
Christian, and one to be trusted ; will you under- 
take a job this very night ?" 

** With all my heart, Senor Padre, on condition 
that I am paid accordingly." 

^That you shall be, but you must sufiEer yourself 
to be blindfolded." 

To this the mason made no objection ; so being 
hoodwinked, he was led by the priest through vat- 
rious rough lanes and winding passages until they 
stopped before the portal of a house. The priest 
th^ applied a key, turned a creaking lock, and 
opened what sounded like a ponderous door. They 
entered, the door was closed and bolted, and the 

R 
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mnon was condacted through an edioingr corridor 
and niacioas hall, to an interior part of the build- 
ing. Hero the bandage was removed firom fais eyea^ 
and he found himself in a patio, or court dimly 
lighted by a single lamp. 

In the centre was the dry basin of an old Moor- 
ish fountain, under which the priest requested him 
to form a small vault, bricks uid mortar being at 
hand for the purpose. He accordingly workiMl mSk 
nigbt, but without finishing the job. Just before 
daybreak the priest put a piece of gold into his 
hand, and having again blindfolded him, conducted 
him back to his dwelling. 

** Are you willing," said he, '<to return and com- 
plete your work 1" 

<< Gladly, Senor Padre, provided I am as weD 
paid." 

** Well then, to-monrow at midnight I wiH call 
again." 

He did so, and the vault was completed. ** Now," 
said the priest, ** you must help me to bring forth. 
the bodies that are to be buried in this vault." 

The poor mason's hair rose on his head at these 
words; he followed the priest with trembling steps, 
into a retired chamber of the mansion, expecting 
to behold some ghastly spectacle of death, but was 
relieved, on perceiving three or four portly jais 
standing in one corner. They were evident^ full 
of money, and it was with great labour that he and 
the priest carried thedi forth and consigned them to 
their tomb. The vault was then closed, the pave- 
ment replaced and all traces of the work ohhtetw 
ated. 

The mason was again hoodwinked and led forth 
^ a route difierent from that by which he had 
come. After they had wandered for a loQg^ time 
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through a perplexed maze of lanes and alleys, thejr 
halted. The priest then put two pieces of gold into 
his hand. ** Wait, here/' said he, ** until you hear 
the cathedral bell toll for matins. If you presume 
to uncover your eyes before that time, evil will be&U 
you." So saying he departed. 

The mason waited fiiithfully, amusing himself by 
weighing the gold pieces in his hand and clinking 
them against each other. The moment the cathe* 
dral bell rung its matin peal, he uncovered his eyes 
and found himself on the banks of the Xenil ; from 
whence he made the best of liis way home, and 
revelled with his &mily for a whol^ fortnight on the 
profits of his two nights* work, after which he was 
9B poor as ever. 

He continued to work a little and pray a g^od 
deal, and keep holydays and saints* days from year 
to year, while his &mily grew up as gaunt and rag- 
ged as a crew of gypsies. 

As he was seated one morning at the door of his 
hovel, he was accosted by a rich old curmudgeon 
who was noted for owning many houses and being 
a griping landlord. 

The man of money eyed him for a moment from 
beneath a pair of shagged eyebrows. 

** I am told, friend, that you are very poor." 

^ There is no denying the fiu^t, Senor ; it speaks 
Ibr itself." 

** I presume, then, you will be glad of a job, and 
will work cheap." 

« As cheap, my master, as any mason in Granada." 

** That's what I want I have an old house &11. 
en to decay, that costs me more money than it is 
worth to keep it in repair, for nobody will live in it; 
so I must contrive to patch it up and keep it to- 
gether at as small expense as possible." 



t60 VBB 

Tlie mason was accordingly condiicted to a hagv 
deserted house that seemed going to niin. Pasou^ 
through several empty halls and chambers, he en- 
tered an inner court where his eye was cangfat fay 
an old Moorish fountain. 

He paused for a moment " It seems," said Im. 
'* as if I had been in thi^ place before; faut it is 
like a dream-^Pray who occupied this hoaae fia^ 
mwly 1" 

"A pest upon him!" cried the landloid. ''it 
WHS an old miserly, priest, who cared for noibo^ 
but himself. He was said to be immensely lidi, 
and, having no relations, it was thought he would 
leave all his treasure to the church. He died sud- 
denly, and the priests and friars thnmged to take 
possession of his wealth, but nothing cotdd they find 
but a few ducats in a leathern purse. The worat luck 
has fallen on me; for since his death, the old ieik»w 
continues to occi^)y my house without paying rent, 
and there's no taking the law of a dead man. The 
people pretend to hear at night the clinking of gold 
all nig^t long in the chamber where the old priest 
riept, as if he were counting over his money, and 
sometimes a groaning and moaning about the oouit. 
Whether true or false, these stories have brong^ a 
bad name on my house, and not a tenant will le- 
msdn in it" 

" Enough," said the mason, sturdily — " Let me 
live in your house rent free until some better te- 
nant presents, and I will engage to put it in repair 
and quiet the troubled spirits that distuifo it I am 
a good Christian and a poor man, and am not to be 
daunted by the devil himself, even though he oome 
in the shape of a big bag of money." 

The ofEer of the honest mason was gladly accept 
ed ; he moved with his family into the house, and 



lidfiUecl alt his engagements. By tittle and lifitle lie 
restoTed it to ito former state. The clinking of gold 
was no longe? heard at night in tiie chamber of the 
defunct priest, but began to be heard by day in the 
pocket of the Uving mason. In a word, he increas- 
ed rapidly in. wealth, to the admiration of all his 
neighbours) and became one of the richest men in 
Granada. He gave large sums to the church, by 
way, no doubt, of satisfying his conscience, and 
never ref ealed ^e secret of &e wealth until on his 
death-bed, to his son and heir. iBYiire. 



THE DYING GIRL'S LAMENT. 

Why does my mother steal away 

To hide her struggling tears? 
Her trembling touch betrays uncheck*d 

The secret of her fears ; 
My father ^azes on my face 

With yearning, earnest eye ; — 
And yet, there 's none among them ally 

To tell me I must die ! 

My little sister^ press around 

My sleepless couch, and bring 
With eager hands, their garden gift. 

The first sweet buds of spring ! . 
I wish they'd lay me where those flowers 

Might lure. them to my bed. 
When other springs and summers bloom. 

And I am with the dead. 

The sunshine quivers on my cheek, 

Glittering, and gay, and fair. 
As if it knew my hand too weak 

To shade me from its glare ! 
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fiow Boon 'twill fall unheeded oa • 
. This death-dew'd glassy eye ! 
Why do they fear to tell me so 1 
I knorw tlukt I must die ! 

The summer winds hreathe sofUy through 

My lone, still, dreary room, 
A lonelier and a stiller one 

Awaite me in the tomb ! 
But no soft breeze will whisper there^ 

No mother hold my head ! 
It is a fearful thing to be 

A dwdler with the dead ! 

* * Eve after eve the sun prolongs 

His hour of parting light, 
And seems to make my farewell hours 

Too fair, too heaveiJy bright! 
I know the loveliness of earth, 

I love the evening sky, 
And yet I should not murmur, if 

They told me I must die. 

My playmates turn aside their heads 

When parting with me now. 
The nurse that tended me a babe. 

Now soothes my aching brow. 
Ah! why are those sweet cradled-houn 

Of joy and fondling fled 1 
Not e'en my parents* kissea now 

Could keep me from the dead ! 

Our pastor kneels beside me oft, 

And talks to me of heaven ; 
But with a holier vision still, 

My soul in dreams hath striven : 
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Vye seen ft beokonkig hand that caU'd 

My i&iltering steps on high 
Vve heaid a yoice that, trumpet-tongued, 

Bade me piepaie to die ! 

XB8. C. GOBS. 



THE ILLUSTRIOUS DEAD. 

If the reputation of the living were the only 
source from whibh the honour of our race is derived, 
the death of an eminent man would be a subject of 
immitigable grief. It is the lot of few to attain 
great distinction, before death has placed them 
above the distorting medium, through which men 
are seen by their contemporaries. It is the lot of 
still fewer to attain it by qualities which exalt the 
character of our species. Envy denies the capacity 
of some, slander stigmatizes the principles of others, 
fashion gives an occasional currency to &ise preten- 
sions, and the men by whom the age is hereafter to 
be known, are often too much in advance of it to be 
discernible by the common eye. All these causes 
combine to reduce the stock of living reputation as 
much below the real merits of the age, as it is be- 
low the proper dignity of man ; and he who should 
wish to elevate his spirit by great examples of wis- 
dom, of genius, and of patriotism, if he could not 
derive them from the illustrious dead', would have 
better reason than the son of Philip to weep at the 
limits which confined him. To part with the great 
and good from a world which thus wants them, and 
not to receive thereafter the refreshing influence of 
their purified and exalted &me, would be to make 
death alinost the master of our virtue, as he appears 
to be of our peiishable bodies. 
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The Itviag and the dead are, bowefer, Intt one 
fiunily, and the moral and inteUecto^l affluence of 
those who have gone befoxe, remains to enrich their 
posterity. The great fountain of hmnaii character 
liw beyond the confines of life, where the passions 
cannot invade it It is in that region, that among 
innumerable proofs of man's nothingness^ soe fHne- 
served the records of his immortal descent and dee- 
tiny. It is there the spirits of all ages, after their 
sun is set, are gathered into one firmament, to shed 
their unquenchable light upon us. It is in the great 
assembly of the dead, that the philosopher and the 
patriot, who have passed from life, complete their 
benefaction to mankind, by becoming imperishahfe 
examples of virtue. 

Beyond the circle of Ihose private afiections whidi 
cannot choose but shrink from the inroads of death, 
there is no grief then for the departure of the emi- 
nently good and wise. No tears but those of grati- 
tude should fiiU into the graves of such as are gaither- 
ed>in honour to their forefathers. By their now un- 
envied virtues and talents, they have become a new 
poesession to their posterity,' and when we comma- 
morate them, and pay the debt which is their due, 
we inci^ase and confirm our own inheritance. 

BIHKBT. 



BEL8HAZZAR. 



Homi of an empire's overthrow ! 

The princes from the feast were gone- 
The idle flame was burning low — 

'Twas midnight upon Babylon. 

That night the feast was wild and high ; 
That night was Zion's God protfaned ; 



s^ 



The Beal "ms set to blasphemy ; 
The la«t deep cup of wrath wa» dnimed. 

'Mid jewelled lo^ and silken paH, 
Belshazzar on his couch was flui^ ; — 

A bunt of thunder shook the hall'— 
He heard — ^but 'twas no mortal tongue ! 

<< King of the east ! the trumpet calb. 
That calls thee to a tyrant's graves 

A curse is on thy palace walla-^ 
A curse is on thy guardian wave. 

^'A surge is in Euphrates bed, 
That never filled its bed before ; — 

A surge that, e'er the mom be red, 

Shidl load with death* its haugh^ shoie. 

** Behold a tide of Persian steel — 
A torrent of the Median car ; — 

Like flame their gory banners wheel ; — 
I^ise, king, and arm thee for the war r* 

Belshazzar gazed — ^the voice was past-^ 
The lofty chamber fiird with gloom-^- ' 

But echoed on the sudden blast 
The rushing of a mighty plume. 

He listened— all ^ain was still ; 

He heard no choion's iron clang ; 
He heard the fountain's gushing rill — ' 

The breeze that Ihrough the roses sang. 

He slept ; — ^in sleep wild murmurs came — 
A visioned splendour fired the sky ; 

He heard Belshaaaar's taunted name-^ 
He heard again the prophet ciy — 
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« Sleep, Sultan! 'tis thy final sleep ; 

Or wake, or sleep the guilty dies ; 
The wrongs of those who wateh and weep. 

Around thee and thy nation, rise." 

He started: — ^'mid the battle's yell. 
He saw the Persian rushing on ; — 

He saw the flames around him swell ; 
Thou'rt adies, King of Babylon ! 

CROLT* 



ON VANITY. 



Thosx vices are not always the most dangenNis 
which are the most rapid of operation ; but as efiecti 
strike the senses most, where they follow^ imme- 
diately from their causes', such vices have been men 
accurately observed, and more dearly explained, 
than any others. In the meantime, there are many 
habits of thought little noticed, and little feared, 
which pollute, no less efiectually, the springy of the 
heart, and destroy the purity of religion. Wd shud- 
der at falsehood, at ingratitude, at neglect of serious 
duties, at hardness of heart; we look at vani^ with 
a smile of contempt— ^t the vanity of the young, 
and gay, with a smile of indulgence : it seems, to 
our improvident view, a harmless plant, that has 
got up in the luxuriant soil of youth, and will quick- 
ly wither away in more mature age ; in the mean- 
time, up it clunbs, and strangles in its grasp the 
towering and lordly passions of the soul. 

I mean by vanity, the excessive love of piaise ; 
and I call it excessive, whenever it becomes a mo- 
tive to action ; for to make men indifierent to ihe 
praise of their fellow-creatures, as a congequence of 
their actions, is not, that I know o^ any wliero en* 
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joined l)y our sacred religion^ nor would it be wise, 
if it were possible. 

It is cttrioos to observe this versatile passion of 
vanity, in all the forms under which it loves to ex- 
ist; every shape, eveiy colour, every attitude be- 
come it alike ; sometimes it is a virtue, sometimes 
a decen<7, and sometimes a vice ; it gives birth to 
the man of refined manners, the profligate, the saint, 
and the hero ; it*plays with the toy of the child ; it 
totters on the crutch of age ; 'it lingers on the bed 
of rickness, and gathers up its last strength to die 
with decent effect amidst the plaudits of the world. 
The fell of great cities, the waste of beautiful pro- 
vinces, the captivity of nations, the groans and 
bleedings of the earth — ^whence have they sprung ? 
That folly might worship, that fame might recoid, 
that the world might look on, and wonder; for 
these feelings men have imbittered life, accelerated 
death, and abjured eternity. But widi these vast 
scenas, I have nothing to do here ; to common life, 
and ordinary occasions, I must at present confine 
myselC ' 

One of the gi^at evils of vanity is, that it induces 
hardness of heart. Compassion must have exercise, 
or it will cease to exist; the mind cannot be en- 
grossed at once by two opposite systems of hopes, 
and fears. If we are occupied by die consideration 
of what the world virill think on every occasion, 
there is no leisure for refl'^^tion on those solemn 
duties which we owe to our tellow-creatures; duties 
"which Grod has not trusted to reason only, but to- 
-wards which he has warned us by compassion, and 
inward feeling. These feelings soon cease to ad- 
monish, when they are unheeded, and the voice of 
humanity, when it has often spoke in vain, speaks 
no more. Soon the cry of biin who wants bread 



168 nu vBBxnrx. 

will eone vp no loDgw to your ew ; aopn yoi& iriD 
turn from the sad aspect of age, and your heart wiD 
become shut to the nuseiies ^ man, never again to 
be opened. 

The havock trbich vanity makes on the social 
feelings is as conspicuous as that which it exerciees 
on those of compassion. One of the most painful 
syn^ptoms it produces, is an impatience of home. 
The vain man has no new triumphs to make over 
his £unily, or his kindred; their society becomes 
tedious and insupportable to him ; he flies to every 
public circle for relief, where the hopes of beins ^ 
mired lightens up in him that gaiety whic^h never 
beams on those who ought to be the nearest to his 
heart Thus it is, that the lives of many in great 
cities are passed in crowds, imd frittered away in a 
constant recurrence of the same frivolous amuse- 
ments ; after the poignant gratifications of vanity, 
every other species of sensation becomes insipid: 
the mind shrinks from duty, and from improvement, 
and the whole character becomes trifling, and de- 
graded. It is easy to misrepresent these observar 
tions, by supposing them to be* levelled against 
pleasure and amusement in general ; whereas, it is 
not only lawful to enjoy the innocent pleasoies of 
society in moderation ; but it is unwise not to e^joy 
them. That pleasure only is to be censured which 
becomes a business, and corrupts the heart instead 
of exhilarating the spirits. Dignity of character is 
a very subtle thing, and, as the guardian of many 
virtues,^ should be carefully preserved ; but if there 
be any fault, which extinguishes amiable and pious 
sentiment, hardens the heart, destroys delicacy of 
manners, and wipes ofl* all bloom and freshneas from 
the mind, it is constant, and eternal dissipation. The 
^«>y mwen o o of pleasinre is rarity ; admiiatioiiy too 
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eagerly pnnnied, leads inlaUiUy to oonlempt; aaid 
the qualities which produce the greatest effect, are 
always those of whiich the possessor is the most 
profoundly ignorant 

Vanity is not only a dangerous passion, but it is 
an absurd passion ; as it does not in genial attain 
the end it proposes "to itself The way to gain 
"Wealth is to secJc it lieaming is only acquired by 
constant and eager labour ; but to gain praise, you 
must be ind^eient to it ; for die rule of commenda- 
tioa is, and ought to be, the very reverse of the rule 
ef charity ; to give most to those who want it least, 
and thus by ill success to teach a better motive to 
action. Vanity ia every day detected and disgraced ; 
we know men who beUeve themselves to be objects 
of universal admiration, while, in fact, they are ob- 
jects of universal contend; we see how difficult it 
& to conceal the passion, or prevent the ridicule 
consequent upon it; yet we are vain, and believe that 
acute malice will be blind for us alone. 

This love of praise, so strongly infixed in our na- 
ture, it is rather our duty to daiect, than to extin- 
gfuish. The excellence which requires neither to'be 
encoun^ped nor corrected, exists not in the world ; 
Ihe commendation, or censure of enlightened men, is, 
perhaps, the best test here below, of the purity and 
wisdiNai of what we uitend, and the propriety and 
success of what we do ; and a wue man vnXL al- 
ways make this use of the decisions of the world ; 
when he is blamed, he will listen with sacred mo- 
desty to the collected wisdom of many men, he- will 
measure back his footsteps on the path of life, and 
whichever way he decides, he will know, that he 
has dther obtained success, or deserved it; he will 
receive praise as a probable, not as a certain evi- 
dence that he is right; nay, he will do moite, he 
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will rojoioe in the approbation of his fellow- 
turefl ; ereiy feeling of his heart will expand ; it 
will cheer him in his long struggle, and diiwipatB 
that melancholy which the best sometimes feel at 
the triumph of folly, and the fortune of vice. 

Be it your care to watch its baneful inflnenoei 
and to live from nobler motives. If you wish fat 
the praise of man, cease to pursue it ; live that lili 
whidi, ^ner or later, leads to honour in this woiU, 
and to eternity in the next ; be just, be modest, be 
charitable; love dearly your feUow-creatures, and 
number your days by the miseries you have lessen- 
ed, and the blessings you have difEuused. Study your 
own heart with the patience of a Christian ; oooltj 
mark, and steadily resist the tendency to wrong. 
Let wisdom ever increase with decay ; and the soul 
gather new light as its covering crumbles into dust; 
this is the life which will more effectually ■ecme to 
you the sweets of praise, than all the toils, and all 
the vexations of vanity ; you will reign in the hearts 
of men, and move amongst them, like the angd of 
wisdom and peace ; and when, in the fiilness of yeaia^ 
and in the fulness of honours, you rest for the short 
sabbath of the tomb, the cold, dull earth which fiJls 
upon your bier, shall be a cruel sound to the wretchr 
ed, and the good ; a whole city shall gather around 
your grave, and weep over their guide, their fiUher, 
and their friend* stdsst skitb. 



THE SABBATH BELL. 



PiLoniir, that hast meekly borne 
AH the cold world's bitter scom. 
Journeying through this vale of tears. 
Till the promised land appears, 
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Where the pure in heart shall dweU-^ 
Thou dost bless the Sabbath bell ! 

Idler, foUowing fashion's toys, 
Seeking, *mid its empty joys, 
Pleasure that must end in pain ; 
Sunshine that will turn to rain ; 
What does whisp'ring conscience tell. 
When thou hear'st the Sabbath bell 1 

Poet, dreaming o'er thy lyre, 
Wasting health and youthful fire ; 
Wooing still the phantom fame, 
For, at best, a fleeting name ; ' 
Burst the chains of Fancy's spell — 
Listen !— 'tis the Sabbath bell ! 

Monarch, on thy regal throne ; 
Ruler, whom the nations own; 
Captive, at thy prison grate, 
8ad in heart and desolate ; 
Bid earth's minor cares farewell-— 
Hark ! it is the Sabbath bell ! 

Statesman, toiling in jthe mart. 
Where Ambition plays his part ; 
Peasant, bronzing 'neath the sun. 
Till thy six days' work are done ; 
EViy thought of bus'ness quell. 
When ye hear the Sabbath bell ! 

Maiden,'vnth thy brow bo fair. 
Blushing cheek, and diining haii ; 
Child, with bright and laughing eye. 
Chasing the wing'd butterfly ; . 
Hasten, when o'er vale and dell, 
Sounds .the gath'ring Sabbath bell ! 



Tiwrlor, ihou whom gtinor taito, 
Speedeth through earth's weary wi 
Wand'rer from thy natlTe land. 
Rest thy gteed and slack thy hand. 
When the seventh day's sun-heams tell : 
There they wake the Sabbath bell ! 

Soldier, who, on hatde-plaui, 
Soon zoay'st mingle with the slain; 
Sailor, on the dark blue sea 
As thy bark rides gallantly ; 
Prayer and praise become ye well. 
Though ye hear no Sabbadi bell ! 

Mother, that with tearful eye 
Stand^st to watch thjr first-bom die. 
Bending o'er his cradle-bed, 
Till the last pure breath has fled ; 
What to thee of hope can tell 
Like the solemn Sabbath bell ! 

^ Mourner," thus it seems to say ; 
" Weeping o'er this fragUe clay, 
Lift from earth thy streaming eyes. 
Seek thy treasure in the skies ; 
Where the strains of angels swell 
One eternal Sabbath bell !" 

XaS. CORKWALL BABOK WIXflQV. 



THE DANGERS OF A MILITARY SPIRIT. 

Thx dangers which our country may vppnhBDA 
from the encouragement of a military spirit in our 
people, have been eloquently portrayed, ft is un- 
doubtedly true that a strong dispoaidon d ttiis sort 
has been manifest^ and was rapidly rising, iat tha 
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people of the United States ; and a ^ater eVil could 
lardly befall us than the consummation of its ascen- 
lency . There is something so infatuating in the pomp 
uid triumphs of war, that a young and brave people^ 
ivho have known but little of its destructive miseries, 
nay require to be guarded against falling into the 
mare, and led to direct their energies to other and 
setter* objects. It b worthy of remark that, in tiie 
rarious ways in which the genius and powers of men 
lisplay themselves, the military course is the only one 
eminently dangerous to his spedes. Genius, in eveiy 
other department, however dazzling and powerful, 
IB never hurtful, and is generally a blesang to the 
world. The stupendous genius of Newton elevated 
the dignity of man, and Ivought him nearer to his 
God ; it gave him a path to walk in the firmament, 
and knowledge to hold converse with the stars. 
The erratic comet cannot elude his vigilance ; nor 
the powerful sun disappoint his calculations. Tet 
this genius, so mighty in the production of good, 
was harmless of evil as a child. It never in^cted 
injury or pain on any thing that lives or feels. 
Shakspeare prepared an inexhaustible feast of in- 
struction and delight, for his own age, and the ages 
to come ; but he brought no tears into the world; 
but those of fictitious wo, which the other end of 
his wand was always ready to cure. It is milijtaiy 
genius alone, that must be nourished with blood, 
and can find employment only in inflicting misery 
and death upon man. HorKi^soir, 
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CiaiETEEXES AND RITES OP BURIAL IN TUBKET. 

Ih Turkey, the places and rites of sepulture have 
an affecting prominence and solemnity connected 
with them, scarcely equalled in Christendom. In 
general, the dead are interred in very spacious ce- 
meteries, contigaous to towns and Tillages. TTiere 
appear to be two dties placed side by side—the city 
trifthe living, and the city of the^tead ; and the popu- 
lation of the city of the dead far exceeds that of the 
city of the living. The Jews have covered the hce 
of a very large hill, rising above the city of Smyrna, 
with the stones which note the place where the 
earthly remains of their deceased countrymen are 
depofflted. There is a desolation and fwlom appetf- 
ance presented by this spot, undieltered as it fa 
by a single tree, which is in striking contrast with 
the thick shade and beautiful order of the Tuildsh 
places of burial. It shows that, even in death, the 
Jew is not exempt from the contempt and oppression 
of which he could not divest himself whilst living. 

The interment of a corpse according to the ritual 
of the English church had always, to my mind, a 
striking solemnity in Turkey. On passing through 
ihe streets to the place of burial, innumerable eyes 
of strangers, of a diversity of nations, gaze fixedly 
upon the scene. All is still. The pursuits oi busi- 
ness are suspended ; a lucid interval appears to be 
imparted to the delhium of folly and siii : and, when 
the muffled drum, and martial step, wMdi accompa- 
ny to the dust the body of an Englidi sailor, add 
iheir interest to the procession, the feelings of spec- 
tators are wrought up to no common pitch of ex- 
citement. During the reading of the burial service, 
more especially at Constantinople, where the Eng- 

*-h burial-ground is in a place exceedingly public, 
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8 solemn attention arrests all present, even though 
to few the language is intelligible. Turks, Greeks, 
Armenians, Jews, and Christians, appear to have 
forgotten their animosities, and, at the grave of death, 
to have recollected that a common fate awaits them 
alL However distinct they may he from each other 
in the enjoyments and attainments of life, and, how- 
ever they may differ in what is much more momen- 
tous — the prospects of immortality — still is there 
an awful uniformity, which unites in one insepara- 
ble communion the men of all ranks, of all ages, and 
of all reUgions : — Duat tfiou art, and unto dust ahalt 
thou return. 

Very frequently, whilst you are silently engaged 
in your apartment, the stillness of a Turkish town, 
where no rumbUng of wheels is ever heard, is inter- 
rupted by the distant sound of the funeral chant of 
the Greek priests. As the voices grow more loud, 
you hasten to the window to behold the procession. 
The priests move first, bearing their burning tapers, 
and, by their dark and flowing robes, give an idea 
of mourning in harmony with the occasion. The 
corpse is always exhibited to fiill view. It is placed 
upon a bier, which is borne aloft upon the shoulders, 
and is dressed in the best and gayest garments pos^ 
sessed by the deceased. I have sometimes seen a 
young female, who had departed in the bloom of 
life and beauty, adorned rather as a bride to meet 
the bridegroom, than as one who was to be the te- 
nant of the chamber of corruption. The yoUng man 
at Nain, who was restored to life by the command 
of our Saviour, was doubtless carried on a bier of 
thb kind. When our Lord intimated the design of 
interposing in his favour, they that bare Mm stood 
stilL And when the miraculous energy was exerted, 
he that was dead sat up, and began to speak. I 
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betieve it is unusual for any of the Orientals to be 
buried in coffins. 

The closing part of the Greek burial service, com- 
mencing with the words, " Come and impart the last 
embrace," is very afifecting. The friends of the do- 
parted press forward from every part of the church, 
and kiss his cold and pallid lijw, and weep over him. 
It is considered a very peculiar mark of disrespect to 
neglect this last office of affection. 



tIbLE MOTHER'S [NJUNCTION, ON PRESENTING 
xun niKJ ^^ ^^ ^^^^ ^ BIBLE. 

Remember, love, who gave thee this. 

When ortier days shall come : 
When she, who had thy earliest kiss. 

Sleeps in her narrow home. 
Remember 'twas a mother gave 
The gift to one she'd die to save. 

That mother sought a pledge of love. 

The holiest for her son ; "^ 
And from the gifts of God above. 

She chose a goodly one. 
She chose, for her beloved boy, 
The source of light, and life, and joy, 

And bade him keep the gift, — that, when 

The parting hour would come. 
They might have hope to meet again, 

In an eternal home. 
She said his faith in that would be 
Sweet incense to her memory. 

And should the scoffer in his pride. 
Laugh that fond faith to scorn. 



THE PSXMIUH. 377 

And bid him cast the pledge aside, 
That he from youth had borne ; 
She bade him pause, and ask his breast. 
If he, or she, had loved him best 1 

A parent's blessing on her son 

Goes with this holy thing ; 
The love that would retain the one 

Must to the other cling. 
Remember ! 'tis no idle toy, 
A mother's gift— Remember, boy ! 

KXirirxDT. 



HISTORY. 

Thi perfect historian is he in whose work the 
character and spirit of an age is eichibited in minia- 
ture. He relates no fact, he attributes no expres- 
sion to his characters which is not authenticated by 
sufficient testimony. But by judicious selection, 
rejection, and arrangement, he gives to truth those 
attractions which have been usurped by fiction. In 
his narrative a due subordination is observed; some 
transactions are prominent, others retire. But the 
scale on which he represents them, is increased or 
diminished, not according to the dignity of the per- 
sons concerned in them, but according to the degree 
in which they elucidate the condition of society and 
the nature of man. He shows us the court, the camp, 
and the senate. But he shows us also the nation. 
He considers no anecdote, no peculiarity of manner, 
no familiar saying, as too insignificant for his notice, 
which is not too insignificant to illustrate the opera- 
tions of laws, of religion, and of education, and to 
mark the progress of the human mind. Men will 
not merely be described, but will be made intimate- 
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ly known to as. The changes of maniiierB will be 
indicated, not merely by a few general phrases, or 
a few extracts from statistical documents, but hj ap- 
propriate images presented in every line. 

If a man, such as we are supposing, should write 
the history ofEngland, he would assuredly not omit 
the battles, the sieges, the negotiations, the seditions, 
. the ministerial changes. But with these he would 
intersperse the details which are the charm of his- 
torical romances. At Lincoln Cathedral there is a 
beautiful painted window, which was made by an 
apprentice, out of the pieces of glass which had been 
rejected by his master. It is so far superior to every 
otiier in the church, that, according to tradition, \hd 
vanquished artist killed himself from mortification. 
Sir Walter Scott, in the same manner, has used 
those fragments of trutii which historians have 
scornfully thrown behind them, in a manner which 
may well excite their envy. He has constructed 
out of their gleanings, works which, even con- 
sidered as histories, are scarcely less valuable than 
theirs. But a truly great historian would reclaim 
those materials which the novelist has appropriated. 
The hintory of the government, and the hirtcxy of 
.the people, would be exhibited in that mode in 
which alone they can be exhibited justiy, in insepa* 
rable conjunction and intermixture. We should not 
then have to look for the wars and votes of the 
Puritans in Clarendon, and for their phraseology in 
Old Mortality; for one half of King James in 
Hume, and for the other half- in the Fortunes of 
Nigel. 

The early part of our imaginary history, would 
be rich wilh colouring from romance, ballad, and 
chronicle. We should find ourselves in the com* 
iMny of knights such as those of Froissart, and of 
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pilgrims sadi as those who rode with Chaucer from 
the Tabard. Society would be shown from the high- 
est to the lowest, — from the royal cloth of state to 
the den of the outlaw ; from the throne of the Le- 
gate, to the chimney-comer where the begging friar 
regaled himself. Palmers, minstrels, crusadens— > 
the stately monasteiy, with the good cheer in its 
refectory, and the hig^ mass in its chapel, — ^the ma- 
nor house, with its hunting and hawking,— the 
tournament, with the heralds and ladies, the trum- 
pets and the cloth of gold, — would give truth and 
life to the representation. We should perceiye, in 
a thousand slight touches, the importance of the 
privileged burgher, and the fierce and haughty spirit 
"which swelled under the collar of the degraded vil- 
lain. The revival of letters would not merely be 
described in a few magnificent periods. We should 
discern, in innumerable particulara, the fermentation 
of mind, the eager appetite for knowledge, which 
distinguished the sixteenth from the fifteenth cen- 
tury. In the reformation we should see, not merely 
a schism which changed the ecclesiastici^ constitu- 
tion of England, and the mutual relations of Euro* 
pean powers, but a moral war which raged in eveiy 
family, which set the father against the son, and 
the son against tiie fiither, the mother against the 
daughter, and the daughter against the mother. 
Henry would be painted with &e skill of Tacitas. 
We should have the change of his character from 
his profuse and joyous youth, to his savage and 
imperious old age. We should perceive the gradual 
progress of selfish and tyrannical passions, in a 
mind not naturally insensible or ungenerous; and 
to the last we should detect some remains of that 
open and noble temper which endeared him to a 
-people whom he oppressed, struggling with the 
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KftfJnflfltt of despotism, and the irritability of < 
We should see* Elizabeth in all her weaknena, and 
in all her strength, surrounded by the handsome i»> 
Tourites whom she never trusted, and the wise old 
statesmen, whom she never dismissed, uniting in 
herself the most contradictory qualities of both her 
parents, — the coquetxy, the caprice, the petty malice 
of Anne, — the haughty and resolute spirit of Heniy. 
We have no hesitation in sa3ring, that a great artist 
might produce a portrait of this remarkable woman, 
at least as striking as that in the novel of Kenil- 
worth, without employing a single trait not authen- 
ticated by ample testimony. In the meantime, we 
should see arts cultivated, wealth accumulated, the 
conveniences of life improved. We should see the 
keeps, where nobles, insecure themselves, spread 
insecurity around them, gradually giving place to 
the halls of peaceful opulence, to the oriels of Lon- 
gleat, and the stately pinnacles of Burleigh. We 
should see towns extended, deserts cultivated, the 
hamlets of fishermen turned into wealthy havens^ 
the meal of the peasant improved, and lus hut more 
commodiously furnished. We should see those 
opinions and feelings which produced the great 
struggle against the house of Stuart slowly growing 
up in the bosom of private families, before they 
manifested themselves in Parliamentary debates. 
Then would come the Civil War. Those skirmishes^ 
on which Clarendon dwells so minutely, would be 
told, as Thucydides would have told them, with 
perspicuous conciseness. They are merely connect- 
ing links. But the great characteristics of the age^ 
the loyal entiiusiasm of the brave English gentiy, 
the fierce licentiousness of the swearing, dicing, 
drunken reprobates, whose excesses disgraced the 
royal cause,— the austerity of the Presbyterian Sab- 
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baths in the citf, the extravagance of the indepen- 
dent preachers in the camp, the precise garb, the 
severe countenance, the petty scruples, the affected 
accent, the absurd names and phrases which mark- 
ed the Puritans, — ^the valour, the policy, the public 
spirit, which lurked beneath these ungraceful dis- 
guises, the dreams of the raving Fifth-monarchy- 
man, the dreams, scarcely less wild, of the philoso- 
phic r^ublican, — all these would enter into repre- 
sentation, and render it at once more exact and 
more striking. 

The instruction derived from lustory thus written, 
would be of a vivid and practical character. It 
would be received by the imagination as well as by 
the reason. It would be not merely traced on the 
mind, but branded into it. Many truths, too, would 
be learned, which can be learned in no other man- 
ner. .As itie history of states is generally written, 
the greatest and most momentous revolutions seem 
to come upon them like supernatural inflictions, 
without warning or cause. But the fact is, that 
such revolutions are almost always the consequence 
of moral changes, which have gradually passed on 
the mass of the community, and which ordinarily 
proceed far, before their progress is indicated by any 
public measure. An intimate knowledge of the do- 
mestic history of nations, is therefore absolutely 
necessary to the prognosis of political events. A 
narrative, defective in this respect, is as useless as a 
medical treatise, which should pass by all symptoms 
attendant on the early sts^e of a disease, and men- 
tion only what occurs when the patient is beyond 
the reach of remedies. xsikbu&gb beyisw. , 
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I SEE THEE gmLL. 

" I rocked her in her cradle. 
And laid her in the tomb. She was the y^ungetL 
What fireside circle hath not felt the charm 
Of that sweet tie ? Tho youngest ne'er grow old. 
The fond endearments of our earlier days 
We keep alive in them, and when they die. 
Our youthful joys we bury with them." 

I 8BB thee still ; 
Remembrance, &ithfal to her trust. 
Galls thee in beauty from the dost ; 
Thou comest in the morning light, 
Thou'rt with me through the gloomy nig^; 
In dreams I meet thee as of old. 
Then thy soft arms my neck enfold. 
And thy sweet voice is in my ear. 
In every scene to memory dear, 

I see thee stilL 

I see thee still. 
In every hallowed token round : 
This little ring thy finger bound, 
This lock of hair diy forehead shaded. 
This silken chain by thee was braided. 
These flowers, all withered, now, Uke thee. 
Sweet Sister, thou didst cull for me ; 
This book was thine, here thou didst read ; 
This picture, ah ! yes, here, indeed, 

I see thee still. 

I see thee still, 
Here was thy summer noon's retreat. 
Here was thy favourite fireside seat ; ' 
This was thy chamber, here, each day, 
I sat and watched thy sad decay. 
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Here, on this bed, tfaou last didst lie. 
Here, on this pillow'-thon didst die ; 
Dark hour ! once more its woes unfold ; 
And then I saw thee, pale and cold, 
I see thee stiU. 

I see thee still: 
Thon art not in thy grave confined, ' 
Death cannot chain tibe immortal mind ; 
Let earth close o'er its sacred trust, 
But goodness dies not in the dust ; 
Thee, O my Sister, 'tis not thee. 
Beneath the coffin's lid I see ; 
Thou to a fairer land art gone ; 
There, let me hope, my journey d<me, 

To see thee still. 

AHOH. 



BEAUTY AND FORCE OF THE EN6USH LAN- 
GUAGE. 

Among the languages of Modem Europe, specious 
bat subordinate pretensions have been advanced to 
cadence, terseness, or dexterous ambiguity of insi- 
nuation ; while the sober majesty of the English 
tongue stood aloof, and disdained a competition on 
the ground of such inferior particularities. I even 
think that we have erred with regard to Greek and 
Latin. Our sense of the inestimable benefit we have 
reaped from the treasures of taste and science, which 
they have handed down to us, had led us into an 
extravagance of reverence for ihem. They have 
high intrinsic merit, without doubt ; but it is a bigot- 
ed gratitude and an unweighed admiration, wMch 
induce \u to prostrate the English tongue before their 
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altar. Eveiy language can furnish to geniuBy casu- 
ally, a forcible expression ; and a thousand turns of 
neatness and delicacy may be found in most of 
them; but I will confidently assert, that, in that 
which should be the first object in all lang^uage,)>r^ 
cuion, the English tongue surpasses them all ; while 
in richness of colouring and extent of power, it is 
exceeded by none, if equalled by any. What sub- 
ject is there within the boundless range of imagina- 
tion, which some British author has not clothed in 
English phrase, with a nicety of definition, an accu- 
racy of portraiture, a brilliancy of tint, a delicacy of 
discrimination, and a force of expression, which must 
be tterling-f because every other nation in Europe, 
as well as our own, admits their perfection with en- 
thusiasm. 

Are the fibres of the heart to be made to tremble 
with anxiety,— r-to glow with animation, — ^to thrill 
with horror, — ^to startle with amaze, — to shrink with 
awe, — ^to throb with pity, — or to vibrate in sympa- 
thy with the tone of pictured love; — ^know ye not 
the mighty magicians of our country, whose potent 
spell has commanded, and continues irresistibly to 
command, those varied impulses] Was it a puny 
engine, a feeble art, that achieved such wondrous 
workings 1 What was the sorcery 1 Justltf con- 
ceived collocation of -words is the whole secret of 
this witchery ; a charm within the reach of any of 
you. Possess yourselves of the necessary energiet, 
and be assured you will find the language exuhc- 
rarU beyond the demand of your intensest thought 
How many positions are there which form the baas 
of every day's reflections, the matter for the ordinazy 
operation of our minds, which were toiled aft»,pei^ 
haps for ages, before they wore seized and rendered 
comprehensible! How many subjects axe there 
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which we ourselves have grasped at, as if we saw 
them floating in an atmosphere just above us, and 
found the arm of our intellect but just too short to 
reach them : and then comes a happier genius, who, 
in a fortunate moment, and from some vantage 
ground, arrests the meteor in its flight ; and grasping 
the floating phantom, drags it from the skies to the 
earth ; condenses that which was but an impalpable 
coruscation of spirit ; fetters that which was but the 
lightning glance of thought ; and having so mas- 
tered it, bestows it as a perpetual possession and 
heritage to mankind. mabq.vis of hastikos. 



SHAKSPEARE. 



Shakspsabs was a man of universal genius ; and 
from a period soon after his own era to the present 
day, he has been universally idolized. When I 
come to his honoured name, I am like the sick man 
who hung up his crutches at the shrine, and was 
ohliged to confess that he did walk better than be- 
fore. The only one to whom I can at all compare 
him, is the wonderful Arabian dervise, who dived into 
the body of each, and in tliat way became familiar 
with the thoughts and secrets of their hearts. He 
was a man of obscure origin, and as a player, limit- 
ed in his acquirements. But he was born evidently 
with a universal genius. His eyes glanced at all 
the varied aspects of life, and his fancy portrayed 
with equal talents the king on the throne, and the 
clown who cracks his chestnuts at a Christmas fire. 
Whatever note he takes, he strikes it just and true, 
and awakens a corresponding chord in our own bo- 
som. SCOTT. 
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TO INTELLBCTUATi BEAUTy. 

The awful shadow of some unseen power, 

Floats, though unseen, among us. — 
It visits with inconstant glance, 
Each human heart and countenance ; — 
Like clouds in starlight widely spread. 
Like memory of music fled, 
Like aught that for its grace may be 

Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery. 

Spirit of beauty, — 

Why dost thou pass away and leave our state. 

This dim vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate 1 
Ask why the sunlight, not forever, 
Weaves rainbows o'er yon mountain river. 

Why aught should fail and fade that once is shown, 
Why fear, and dream, and death, and hirth. 
Cast on the daylight of this earth 
Such gloom ; why man has such a scope 

For love and hate, despondency and hope 1 

No voice from some sublimer world has ever 

To sage or poet these responses given; 

Therefore, the name of Demon, Ghost, and 
Heaven, 
Remain the records of their vsdn endeavour ; 
Frail spells, whose uttered charm might not avail to 
sever 

From all we hear, and all we see. 

Doubt, chance, and mutability. 

Thy light alone- 
Gives grace and truth to life's unquiet dream. 

While yet a boy I sought for ghosts, and sped 
Throug:h many a listening chamber, cave and 

ruin. 
And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing 
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Hopes of high talk with the departed dead, 
I called on poisonous names with which our youth 
isied; 

I was not heard ; I saw them not ; 

When musing deeply on the lot 
Of life, at that sweet time when birds are wooiiig; 

All vital things that wake to bring 

News of Hrds and blossoming, 

Sudden thy shadow fell on me ; 
I ahrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstaiy ! 

I vowed that I would dedicate my powers 

To thee and thine ; have I not kept the vow ? 
With beating heart and streaming eyes, even 
now 

I call the phantoms of a thousand hours 

Bach from his voiceless grave ; they have in visioned 
bowers 
Of studious zeal or love's delight, 
Outwatch'd vnth mc the ehvious night ; 

They know that never joy illumed my brow. 
Unlinked with hope that thou wouldst free 
This world from its dark slavery. 

The day becomes more solemn and serene 
When mom is past ; there is a harmony 
In autumn, and a lustre in the sky. 

Which through the summer is not hei^ nor seen, 

Ab if it could not be, as if it had not been. 
Thus let thy power, which like the truth 
Of nature on my passive youth, 

Descended, to my onward life supply 
Its calm, to one who worships thee, 
And every form containing thee, 
Whom, spirit fair, thy spells did bind 

To fear himself, and love all human kind. 

SHlIiLXT. 
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THE GARDEN OP PLANTS. 

Ths Gan^n of Plants dates its orig:ii> as fiir back 
as 1640, during the reign of Louis XUL In 166fi^ 
it bore the title of jffortus Regius, and exhibited 
a catalogue of four thousand plants. From that 
period it made but slow progress, until Louis XY. 
placed it under the direction of Buffon, the celebra- 
ted naturalist, to whose anxious care and indefiUi- 
gable exertions, it owes its present extent and mag- 
nificence. It is now under the immediate patronage 
of the government, and superintended by twelve 
professors, each of whom regulates, exclusively, 
whatever appertains to the department of scienoe 
which he is selected to teach. This institati<m 
comprises, 1st. A botanical garden and numerous 
hot-houses admirably disposed, and stocked with the 
most various and abundant collection of plants in 
the universe. There « is scarcely a member of the 
vegetable tribe belonging to the known parts of the 
globe, of which it cannot furnish a specimen. 2d. 
An extensive chemical laboratory. 3d. A calMoet 
of comparative anatomy, with which nothing of the 
kind to be found elsewhere can sustain a paiallcL 
4th. A valuable cabinet of preparations in anatomy 
and natural history. 6th. A large library, consisting 
principally of works relating to natural bistoiy, and 
possessing some very curious drawings. 6th. Amit- 
seum of natural history, confessedly unequalled, in 
point of variety and distribution. 7th. A menage 
rie, well stocked, which has this peculiarity, that 
the animals, dec., are distributed in various parts of 
the garden, in appropriate inclosures and habitations 
which, being embellished with great taste and judg- 
ment, produce a very striking and &nciful efEect, 
The edifices in which the cabinets are deposited, 
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and die professon lodged, are conTenient and spa^ 
dovuL A beautiful little structure, entitled the am* 
phitheatre, is appropriated to the delivexy ct the lec^ 
turee. 

During the summer season, public and gratuitous 
courses of lectures are given, in mineralogy, geo- 
logy, chemistiy, botany, ornithology, osteology, ico- 
nography, simple and comparative anatomy, dec. 
Among the proifessors at the period of my virat, were, 
Hauy, Jussieu, Fourcroy, Guvier, Laoepede, and 
Portal, names of the highest eminence in science. 
The museum, library, dec, are open eveiy day to 
students, and twice a week to casual visiters. The 
latter, however, must be supplied with tickets of ad- 
saissimi, by the annual director, from whom they 
.are obtained without difficulty. This precaution 
answers a necessary purpose of discrimination. 

The garden itself is open to all persons, without 
distinction. The remoteness of its situation, aloof 
firom the bustle and throng of the capital, serves to 
protect it from the iucuraon of the rabble, and of 
the world of fiishion. Its walks are, therefore, fre- 
quented chiefly by those who are prompted, either 
by the impulse of curiosity, or the love of know- 
ledge. In good weather, the professors of botany 
give their peripatetic lessons to a numerous train of 
disciples, ¥dthout fear of molestation or interruption 
from idle loiterers, and oftentimes with no other au- 
ditors or spectators, than the former. The most 
habitual loungers in the Garden of Plants, as well 
as in that of Luxemberg, are decayed emigrants, 
and other persons impoverished by the revolution, 
who find a cheap lodging in the suburbi^ and dedi- 
cate most of their time to solitary exercise or medi- 
tation, in these retreats. 
This institution unites all tiiat the imagination of 

T 
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a pastoral poet, or tbie curioatty of a natunlisi ooold 
demand. It combines whatever can solace the aense^ 
or amuse the fancy, or gratify a scientific inquirer. 
With regard to die animal and vegetable kin^* 
doms, it is a kind of microcosm. The vegetation 
of every clime, including the loftiest as well as the 
most beautiful and odoriferous, is offered to the in- 
spection of the studious and inquisitive, and spread 
over a vast surfiice, embellished by all that art can 
furnish to nature, or taste yield to art. The trees 
and plants of exotic growth, their variegated ver- 
dure, the magnificent avenues, the thick groves and 
silent arbours, the diversified and fismciful sceneiy 
produced by the mounds and indoeures, remind you 
of the island which Johnson allots to Seged, and 
which he describes as cultivated only for pleasure — 
as ** planted with every flower that spreads its co- 
lours to the sun, and every shrub that sheds fragrance 
in the air." In one part of the botanical * garden, 
there is an eminence which you ascend by a Bptnl 
path, and from the summit of which, you contem- 
plate one of the most noble prospects that I have 
ever beheld. From the pavilion on the top, you 
survey at your leisure, the architectural monuments 
of the capital, the Seine in some part of its course^ 
the irregular hills of the vicinity covered with ver- 
dure, the cultivated meadows which spread them- 
selves along the banks of the river ; and immediatdy 
below, the garden itself, in all its variety of hues and 
symmetry of arrangement. 

When I have been seated at noon,t>n a fine day, 
in the month of August, or in the commencement 
of May, under one of the majestic ash of the garden 
of plants, with this Elysian scene before me, in the 
midst of a most profound silence, and of a solitude 
interrupted only by the occasional appearance <tf the 
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profeasoT of botany and his pupils, I have almost 
&ncied myself among the groves of the Athenian 
academy, and could imagine that I heard the lessons 
of the " divine*' Plato. Here, as well as in the spar 
clous and noble walks and gardens of Oxford, which 
are so admirably calculated for the exercise both of 
the mind and body, the fancy takes wing, and rea- 
dily transports the student of antiquity, to those 
venerable seats of knowledge, where the sublime 
philosophy of the Greeks was taught, and *'the 
masters of human reason*' displayed their incompa- 
rable elbquence:^ 

** rnie green retreats 
Of AcademuB, ana the tliymy vale. 
Where ofl enchanted with Socraiic sounds, 
Ilyssus pure devolved his tuneful stream 
In gentle murmurs." 

I could, with my fancy roused by the prospect be- 
ibre me, and heated by the recollection of the gloiy 
and the benelit which the human race has derived 
from the school of Athens, anticipate the day, when 
similar institutions would flourish in our own coun- 
try, and, like them, " pour forth a colony" of pro- 
found statesmen, legislators, and philosophers, who 
might shed a permanent radiance over the American 
name, and open new sources of instruction and 
happiness, not only to us, but to all mankind. I 
leflected upon the aptitude of a popular state for the 
most noble pursuits of active and speculative life : 
upon the elective affection, which the studies of 
philosophy and eloquence may be said to entertain 
for a political system that encourages an unlimited 
freedom of inquiry into every branch of human 
knowledge ; which asserts the exclusive dominion 
of just and equal laws ; which lays open the offices 
of public trust and honour to all classes of citizens ; 
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under which the oratorical art is a powerful engine 
hoth of patriotism and ambition, and the spirit ol 
enterpriae the main spring of efforts and improve* 
ments, that know no bounds but those which Provi- 
dence has assigned to the human faculties either ci 
moral happiness or of intellectual perfection. I rfr* 
fleeted upon the height to which we are alreafdhf 
raised by the laboui^ and discoveries of the nations 
of the other hemisphere ; upon the singular and pe- 
culiar fitness of our federative system for the excite- 
ment of that generous and stimulating emulation) 
which conduces so efficaciously to the complete d»- 
velopement and culture of the human powers. I 
called to mind what Gibbon iu» said of the states 
of Greece, the remembrance of whose institutions 
had awakened the glowing expectations in which 
my imagination rioted, and was prompted to con- 
gratulate myself, not only on the striking resem- 
blance between our position and the picture he 
draws, but on the obvious advantage we enjoy in 
the comparison. *' The cities of ancient Greece," 
says the historian, ''were cast in the happy mixture 
of union and independence, which is repeated on a 
larger scale, but in a looser form, by the nations of 
modem Europe ; the union of language, leligion, 
and manners, wbich renders them the spectators and 
judges of each other's merit; the independence of 
government and interest, which asserts their sepa- 
rate freedom, and excites them to strive for pare-emi- 
nence in the career of gloiy." 
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CHARACTER OP SOPHOCLES. 

Thb birth-year of Sophocles, was nearly at an 
equal distance between that of his predecessor and 
of Euripides, so that he was about half a lifetime 
from each : in this all the accounts are fou^d to co- 
incide. He was, however, during the greatest part 
of his life the contemporary of bofii. He frequently 
contended for the tragic garland with ^schylos, 
and he outlived Euripides, who himself attained a 
good age. If I may speak in the spirit of the ancient 
religion, it seems that a beneficent Providence wished 
to evince to the human race, in the instance of Hhis 
individual, the dignity and felicity of their lot, as he 
y/nB endowed widi every divine gift, with all that 
can adorn and elevate the mind and the heart, and 
crowned with every blessing imaginable in this life. 
Descended from rich and honoured parents, and 
born a free citizen of the most cultivated state of 
Greece, such were the advantages with which he 
entered the world. Beauty of body and of soul, 
and the uninterrupted enjoyment of both in the ut- 
most perfection, till the extreme limits of human 
existence; an education the most extensive, yet 
select, in gymnastics and music, the former so im- 
portant in the developement of the bodily powers, 
and the latter in the communication of harmony ; 
the sweet blossom of youth, and the ripe fruit of age; 
the possession and continued enjoyment of poetry 
and art, and the exercise of serene wisdom ; love 
and respect among his fellow-citizens, &me in other 
counties, and the countenance and fiivour of the 
gods : these are the general feature of the life 4^ 
this pious and virtuous poet It would seem as if 
the gods, in return for his dedicating himself at an 
early age to Bacchus, as the giver of all joy, and 
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the author of the cultivation of the hmnan race, hf 
the representation of tragical dramas for his festivals^ 
had wished to confer immortally on him, so long 
did they delay the hour of his death ; but as this 
was impossible, they extinguished his life at least 
as gently as possible, that he might imperceptibly 
change one immortality for another, the long dura- 
ration of his earthly existence for an imperishable 
name. When a youth of sixteen, he was selected, 
on account of his beauty, to play on the lyre, and 
to dance in the Greek manner before the chorus of 
youths who, after the battle of Salamis (in which 
^schylus fought, and which he has so nobly de- 
scribed) executed the Psan round the trophy erected 
on that occasion ; so that the fairest developement 
Qf his youthful beauty coincided with the moment 
when the Athenian people had attained the epoch 
of their highest glory. He held the rank of gene- 
ral along with Pericles and Thucydides, and, when 
arrived at a more advanced age, the priesthood of a 
native hero. In his twenty-fifth year he began to 
represent tragedies ; twenty times he was victorious ; 
he often gained the second place, and he never was 
ranked in the third. In his career he proceeded with 
increasing success till he exceeded his ninetieth 
year ; and some of his greatest works were even the 
fruit of a still later period. There b a story of an 
accusation brought against him by one or more of 
his elder sons, of having become childish from age, 
because he was too fond of a grandchild by. a second 
wife, and of being no longer in a condition to ma- 
nage liis own affidrs. In his defence he merely read 
to his judges his CBdipus in Colonoa, which he had 
then composed in honour of Colonos, his birth-place^ 
and the astonished judges, without fiirther consultap 
turn, conducted him in triumph to his house. Jfitbe 
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trae that the second C&dipus was written at so late 
cm age, as from its mature serenity and total freedom 
from the impetuosity and violence of youth we have 
good reason to conclude that it actually was, it af- 
fords us at once a pleasing picture of the delight and 
reverence which attended his concluding years. Al- 
though the various accounts of his death appear fa- 
bulous, they all coincide in this, that he departed 
i^thout a struggle, while employed in hb art, or 
something connected with it, and that, like an old 
swan of Apollo, he breathed out his life in song. I 
consider also, the story of the Lacedemonian gene- 
ral who had fortified the burying-ground of his &- 
there, and who, twice ei^horted by Bacchus in a 
-vision to allow Sophocles to be there interred, des- 
patched a herald to the Atlienians on the subject, 
i^th a number of other circumstances, as the strong- 
est possible proof of the established reverence in 
vehich his name was held. In calling him virtuous 
and pious, I spoke in the true sense of the words ; 
for although his works breathe the real character of 
ancient grandeur, sweetness, and simplicity, of all 
the Grecian poets he is also the individual whose 
feelings bear the strongest affinity to the spirit of 
our religion* schleoel. 



MODERN GREECE. 

He who hath bent him o'er the dead 

Ere the first day of death is fled, 

The first dark day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress, i 

(Before decay's efiacing fingera 

Have swept the line w^ere beauty lingen,) 
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And marked the mild sngelic air. 
The rapture of repose that 's there, 
The fixed yet tender traits that streak 
The languor of the placid cheek. 
And — but for that sad shrouded eye,. 
That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now. 
And but for that chill changeless brow. 
Where cold obstruction's apathy 
Appals the gazing mourners heart, 
As if to him it would impart 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon ; 
Yes, but for these and these alone. 
Some moments, ay, one treacherous hour. 
He still might doubt the tyrant's power ; 
So fair, so calm, so softly sealed, 
The first, last look by death revealed ! 
Such is the aspect of this shore ; 
'Tie Greece, but living Greece no more ! 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 
We start, for soul is wanting ihere, 
Her's is the loveliness in death, . 
That parts not quite vnth parting breath 
But beauty with that fearful bloom. 
That line which haunts it to the tomb. 
Expression's last receding ray, 
A gilded halo hovering round decay, 
The farewell beam of feeling past away ! 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavenly birth. 
Which gleaihs, but warms no more its chiirished 
earth ! btboit. 



REMARKS ON SHAKSPEARE. 

To me Shakspeare appears a profound artist, and 
notablindand wildly luxuriant geniufl. I consider, 
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generally speaking, all that has been said on tins 
subject as a mere fabulous story, a blind and ex- 
travagant error. In other arts tilie assertion refutes 
itself ; for in them acquired knowledge is an indi»> 
pensable ccNadition before any thing can be perform^ 
ed. But even in such poets, as are usually givm 
out for careless pupUs of nature, without any art 
or school discipline, I have always found, on a near* 
er consideration, when they have really produced 
works of excellence, a distinguished cultivation of 
the mental powers, practice in art, and views wor* 
thy in themselves and maturely considered. This 
applies to Homer as weU as Dante. The activity 
of genius is, it is true, natural to it, and in a certain 
sense unconscious; and consequently the person 
Tvho possesses it is not always at the moment able 
to render an account of the course which he may 
have pursued ; but it by no means follows that the 
thinking power had not a great share in it. It is 
from the very rapidity and certainty of the m«ital 
process, from the utmost clearness of understanding, 
that thinking in a poet is not perceived as some- 
thing abstracted, does not wear the appearance of 
meditation (after thought). That idea of poetical 
inspiration, which many lyrical poets have brought 
into circulation, as if they were not in their senses, 
and like Pythia, when possessed by the divinity, 
delivered oracles unintelligible to themselves (a 
mere lyrical invention), is least of all applicable to 
dramatic composition, one of the productions of the 
human mind which requires the greatest exercise 
of thought It is admitted that Shakspeare has re- 
flected, and deeply reflected, on character and pas* 
sion, on &e progress of events and human destinies, 
on the human constitution, on all the things and 
relations of the world ; this is an admission which 
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miist be madey for one alone of thonaands of his 
fm^yTm« would be a sufficient refutation of Tv^hoerer 
•bould attempt to deny it So that it was only then 
respecting the structure of his own pieces that he 
had no Siought to spare 1 This he left to the do- 
minion of chance, which blew together the atinoa 
of Epicurus 1 Bui supposing that he had, -widioot 
the higher ambition of acquiring the approbation of 
judicious critics and posterity, without the love of 
art which aims at self-satisfaction in a perfect work, 
merely laboured to please the unlettered crowd; 
this very object alone and the theatrical effect, would 
have led him to bestow attention to the conduct of 
his pieces. For does not the impression of a drama 
depend in an especial maimer on the relation of the 
parts to each other? And however beaatifiil a scene 
may be in itself, will it not be at once reprobated by 
spectators merely possessed of plain sense who giye 
themselves up to nature. Whenever it is at variance 
with what they are led to expect at that particular 
place, and destroys the interest which they have al- 
ready begun to take 1 The comic intermixtures may 
be considered as a sort of interlude, for the purpose 
of refreshing the spectators after the straining of 
their minds in following the more serious parts, if no 
better purpose can be found for them ; but in the pro- 
gress of the main action, id the concatenation of the 
events, the poet must, if possible, display even more 
superiority of understanding than in the composi- 
tion of individual character and situations, otherwise 
he would be like the conductor of a puppet-show 
who has confused the wire, so that the puppets, 
from tiieir mechanism, undergo quite different moTe> 
ments from those which he actually intended. 

The English critics are unanimous in their praise 
of the tntti^ and uoiform consistency of hia charao- 



b^TB, of his heart-rending pathos, and his comic wit- 
Moreover, they extol Sie beauty and sublimity of 
his separate descriptions, images, and expressioi^s. 
This last is the most superficial and cheap mode of 
criticising works of art Johnson compares him, 
-who should endeavour to. recommend this poet by 
passages unconnectedly torn from his works, to the 
pedant in Hierodes, who exhibited a brick as a sam- 
ple of his house. And yet he himself speaks so 
Utile, and so very unsatisfactorily, of the pieces con- 
sidered as a whole! Let any man, for instance, 
bring together the short characters which he gives at 
the close of each play, and see if the aggregate will 
amount to that sum of admiration which he himself, 
at his outset, has stated as the correct standard for 
the appreciation of the poet. It was, generally 
speaking, the prevailing tendency of the time which 
preceded our own; a tendency displayed also in 
physical science, to consider what is possessed of 
life as a mere accumulation of dead parts, to separate 
vrhat exists only in connexion and cannot otherwise 
be conceived, instead of penetrating to the central 
point and viewing all the parts as so many irradia- 
tions from it. Hence nothing is so rare as a critic 
who can elevate himself to the contemplation of an 
extensive work of art Shakspeare's compositions, 
from the very depth of purpose displayed in them, 
have been exposed to the misfortune of being mis- 
understood. Besides, this prosaical species of criti- 
cism applies always the poetical form to the details 
of execution ; hut in so far as the plan of the piece 
is concerned, it never looks for more than the logi- 
cal connexion of causes and effects, or some partial 
and trivial moral by way of application; and all 
that cannot be reconciled to this is declared a super- 
iiaoas, or even a detrimental, addition. On these 



900 

principl«(b we'miut in like miiimer strike out moflt of 
the choral longs of the Greek tragedies^ which aln 
contribute nothing to the developement of the actioD, 
biU are merely an harmonious echo of the impree* 
uona aimed at by the poet In this they altogether 
mistake the rights of poetiy and the nature of the 
romantic drama, which, for the very reason that it is 
and ought to be picturesque, requires richer accom- 
paniments and contrasts for its main groups. In all 
art and poetry, but more especially in the romantic, 
the fancy lays claims to be considered as an inde* 
pendent mental power governed according to its 
own \«wtt. 

8hakspeare*s knowledge of mankind has become 
proverbial ; in this bis superiority is so great, that 
he has justly been called tiie master of the human 
heart A readiness in remarking even the nicer 
involuntary demonstrations of the mind, and ex- 
pressing with certain^ and meaning these signs 
acquired from experience and reflection, constitutef 
the observer of men; acuteness in dbrawing still 
fiurther conclusions from them, and in arranginf 
the separate observations according to grounds ol 
probability in a connected manner, may be said ts 
be knowing men. The distinguishing proper^ 
of the dramatic poet who is great in characteriza* 
tion is something altogether difierent firom thls^ 
which either, take it which way we will, includes ia 
it this readiness, and this acuteness, or dispense! 
with both. It is the capability of transporting him- 
self so completely into every situation, even At 
most unususd, that he is enabled, as plenipotentiary 
of the whole human race, without particular instrwh 
tions for each separate case, to act and speak in ^ 
name of every individuaL It is the power of endo^ 
ing the creatures of. his imagination with euxh, s^ 
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existent energy, that they afterwards act in each 
' conjoncture according fo general laws of nature : 
' the poet, in his dreams, institutes as it were experi- 
ments which are received with as much authority 
as if they had been made on real objects. The in- 
conceivable in this, and what never can be learned, 
is, that the characters appear neither to do nor to 
say any thing on account of the spectator : and yet 
that the poet, by means of the exhibition itself with- 
out any subsidiary explanation, communicates the* 
gift of looking into the inmost recesses of their 
minds. I^ence Croethe has ingeniously compared 
Shakspeare's characters to watches with chrystalline 
plates and cases, which, while they point out the 
hours as correctly as other watches, enaUe us at the 
same time to perceive the inward springs whereby 
all this is accomplished. 

Notiiing, however, is more foreign to Shakspeare, 
than a certain dissecting mode of composition, which 
laboriously enumerates to us all the motives by 
which a man is determined to act in this or that 
particular manner. This way of accounting for mo- 
tives, the rage of many of the modem historians, 
might be carried at length to an extent which would 
abolish every thing like individuality, and resolve all 
character into nothing but the effect of foreign or 
external influences, wMle we know that it frequently 
announces itself in the most decided manner in the 
earliest in^cy. After all, a man acts so because he 
is so. And how each man is constituted, Shak- 
speare reveals to us in the most immediate manner: 
he demands and obtains our beUef, even for what is 
singular, and deviates from the ordinary course of 
nature. Never perhaps was there so comprehensive 
a talent for characterization as Shakspeare. It not 
only grasps the diversities of rank, sex, and age. 
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down to die dawning of infancy i not only do ii0 
king and the beggar, the hero and the pickpocket, 
the sage and the idiot, speak and act -with, equal 
truth ; not only doea he transport himself to distaor 
ages and foreign nations, and pourtray in the mod 
accurate manner, with only a few apparent viola- 
tions of costume, the spirit of the ancient Bomao^ 
of the French in their wars with the English, of the 
English themselves during a great part of their lua- 
tory, of the Southern European^ (in the serions 
part of many comedies), the cultivated society of 
that time, and the former rude and barbarous state 
of the North ; his human characters have not only 
such depth and precision that they cannot be ar- 
ranged under claases, and are inexhaustible even in 
conception: no, this Prometheus not merely fonns 
men, he opens the gates of the magical world <^ 
spirits, calls up the midnight ghosts, exhibits before 
us his witches amidst their unhallowed mysteries, 
peoples the air with sportive fairies and sylphs : and 
these beings existing only in imagination posaea 
such truth and consistency, that even when defonn* 
ed monsters like Caliban, he extorts the assenting 
conviction, that if there should be such beings they 
would so conduct themselves. In a word, as Im 
carries with him the most fruitful and daring fimcy 
into the kingdom of nature, on the other hand, he 
carries nature into the regions of fancy, lying be* i 
yond the confines of reality. We are lost in asto* ' 
nishment at seeing the extraordinary, the wonderAiI, 
and the unheard of, in such intimate nearness. 

scHJueu. 
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THE SABBATH. 

How BtiU the moming of the hallowed day f 
Mute is the voice of rural labour, hush'd 
The ploughboy's whistle, and the milkmaid's song. 
The scythe lies glittering in the dewy wreath 
Of tedded grass, mingled with &ding flowers, 
That yester mom bloomed waving in the breeze 
The faintest sounds attract the ear, — ^the hum 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, 
The distant bleating, midway up the hill. 
Calmness seems throned on yon unmoving cloud* 
To him who wanders o'er the upland leas. 
The blackbird's note comes mellower from the dale, 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
'Warbles his heav'n-tun'd song; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more gently down ti^e deepnsunk glen ; 
While from yon lowly roof, whose curling smoke 
O'er mounts the mist, is heard, at intervals. 
The voice of psalms, the simple song of praise. 

With dove-like wings Peace o'er yon village 
broods: 
The dizzing mill-wheel rests ; the anvil's din 
Has ceas'd ; all, all around is quietness, 
X<ess fearful on this day, the limping hare 
Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on man, 
Her deadliest foe ; — the toil-worn horse set free, 
Unheedful of the pasture, roams at large. 
And, as his stiff unwielded bulk he rolls. 
His iron-aim'd hoofii gleam in the moming ray 

But, chiefly, Man tibe day of rest enjoys. 
Hail, Sabbath ! thee I hail, the poor man's day. 
On other days, the man of toai is doom'd 
To eat his joyless bread, lonely, the ground 
Both seat and board, — screened from the winter's 
cold, 
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And immmer's heat, by neighbouring hedge or tree; 

But on this day, embosomM in his home, 

He shares the frugal meal with those he loves; 

With those he loves he shares the heartfelt joy 

Of giving thanks to Ood« — ^not thanks of Icmn, 

A word and a giimaoe, but reverently, 

Witit covered &oe and upward earnest eye. 

Hail, Sabbath ! I&ee f hail, the poor man's day. 
The pale mechanic now has leave to breathe 
The morning air, pure from the city's smoke. 
As wandering slowly up the river's bcmk. 
He meditates on Him whose power he maiks 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough, 
And in Ute tiny dew-hent flowers that bloom 
Around the roots; and while he thus surveys 
With elevated joy each rural dharm. 
He hopes, (yet fears presumption in the hope^ 
That heaven may be one Sabbath without end. 
But now his steps a welcome sound recalls : 
Solemn, the knell from yonder ancient pile 
Fills all the air, inspiring joyfol awe ; 
The throng moves slowly o'er the tomb-paVd 

ground: 
The aged man, the bowed down, the blind. 
Led by the thoughtless bey, and he irho breathes 
With pain, and eyes the new-made grave, weD- 

pleas'd ; 
These, nungled with the young, the gay, approadi 
The house of God : these, spite of aU their ills, 
A glow of gladness prove : with silent piaise 
They enter in : a placid stitlness reigns ; 
Until the man of Grod, worthy the name. 
Opens the book, and, with impressive voice. 
The weekly portion reads. * 
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YOUTH AND AGE. 



Verbs, a breeze 'mid blossoms straying, 
Where Hope dung feeding tike a bee — 
Both were mine ! Life went a maying 
With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 

When I was young ! 
When I was young ! ah, woeful when ! 
Ah for the change 'twixt now and then ! 
This breathing house not built with hands. 
This body, that does me grievous wrong, 
O'er airy cUffis and gUttering sands 
How tightly then it flashed along ! 
Liike those trim skifGs, unknown of yore. 
On winding lakes and rivers wide ; 
That ask no aid of sail or oar. 
That fear no spite of wind or tide ! 
Nought cared this body for wind or weather, 
Whffli youth and I tived in 't together ! 
Flowers are lovely. Love is flower-like. 
Friendship is a sheltering tree,-^ 
O the joys, that came down shower-like, 
Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty, 

Ere I was old I 
Ere I was old ! ah mournful ere, 
Which tells me. Youth 's no longer here ! 

Youth ! for years so many and sweet 
'Tis known that thou and I were one, 
rU think it but a fond conc^t ; 

It cannot be that thou art gone ! 
Thy vesper-beU hath not yet toUed ; 
And thou wert aye, a madLcr bold — 
What strange disguise hast now put on. 
To make betieve that thou art gone 1 

1 see these locks in silvery stips, 
This drooping gait, this altered size ; 

U 
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But tpriog-tide bloasoms on thy lips, 
And teaiB take sunshine from thine eyes ! * 
Li£B is but Thought ! so think I will, 
That Youth and I are hoose^mates still ! 

8. T. GOLSBineX. 



MARCO BOZZARIS. 

At midnight, in his guarded tent, 

The Twik was dreaming of the hour. 
When Greece, her knee in suppUance bent 

Should tremble at his power. 
In dreams, through camp and court, he bon 
The trophies of a conqueror ; 

In dreams, his song of triumph heard ; 
Then wore his monarch's signet ring ; 
Then pressed that monarch's throne,r-a king ; 
As wild bis thoughts, and gay of wing. 

As Eden's garden bird. 

At midnight, in the forest shades, 

Bozzaris ranged his Suliote band. 
True as the steel of their tried blades^ 

Heroes in heait "and hand. 
There had the Pernan's thousands stood. 
There had the glad earth drunk their blood 

On old PfaLtsa's day ; 
And now there breathed that haunted air 
The sons of sires, who conquered there. 
With arm to strike, and soul to dare. 

As quick, as fiir as they. 

An hour passed on — tihe Turk awoke-^ 

That bright dream was his last ; 
He woke— to hear his sentries shriek, 
** To arms » they come ! the Greek ! the Greek !" 
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He woke^-4o die midst flame and smoke, 
Abd shout, and groan, and sabre stroke. 

And death-shots falling thick and &st 
As lightnings from the mountsdn cloud ; 
And heard, with voice as trumpet loud, 

Bozzaris cheer his band : 
'< Strike ! tiU the last armed foe expires ; 
Strike ! for your altars and your fires : 
Strike ! for the green graves of your aires ; 

iGrod — ^and your native land !" 

' They fought, like brave men, long and well ; 

They piled that ground with Moslem slain ; 
They conquered — ^but Bozzaris feU, 

Bleeding at every vein. 
His few surviving comrades saw ^« 
His smile, when rang their pxi||iid hurrah, 

And the red field was won ; 
Then saw in death his eyelids close 
Calmly, as to a night's repos^ 

Like flowers <at set of sun. 

Come to the bridal chamber, Deaih ! 

Come to the mother when she feels. 
For the first time, her first-bom's breath ; 

Come when the blessed seals 
That close the pestilence are broke. 
And crowded cities wail its stroke ; 
Come in consumption's ghastly form. 
The earthquake shock, the ocean storm ; 
Come when the heart beats high and warm. 

With banquet-song, and dance, andwinfr-- 
And thou art temble : the tear, 
The groan, the knell, the pall, the faier. 
And all we know, or dream, or fear 

Of agony, are thine. 
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But to the hero, whea Iob svroid 

Has won the battle for the free, 
Thy voice sounds like a prophet's word ; 
And in its hollow tones are heard 

The thanks of millions yet to be. 
Bozzaris, with the storied brave, 

Greece nurtured in her glory's time. 
Rest thee — ^there is no prouder grave 

Even in her own proud dime. 

We tell thy doom without a sigh ; 
For thou art Freedomf s now, and Fame'»— 
One of the few, the immortal names, 

That were not bom to die. hauueck. 



•^BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 



Thike was a souM of revelry by night. 
And Belgium's capital had gathered tihen 
Her beauty and her chivalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men ; 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; \tnd when 
Music arose with its voluptuous sweU, 
Soft eyes looked love to eyes which spake again. 
And all went merry as a marriage-beU ; 
But hush ! hark I — a deep sound strikes like a rismg 
kneU! 

Did ye not hear it 1 — ^No ; 'twas but the wind. 

Or the car rattling o'er the stony street : . 

On with the dance ! let joy be unconfin'd ; 

No sleep till mom, when youth and pleasure meet 

To chase the glowing hours with flying feet — 

But, hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once man, 

As if the clouds its echo would repeat. 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 

•^rm ! arm ! it is — ^it i»— the coanoii'* opening roar! 
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Ah ! then and there was hiinymg to and fio. 
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress. 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blushed at the praise of their own loveliness : 
And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and chokmg sighs 
Which ne'er might be repeated^— who could guess . 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 
8ince upon night so sweet such awfiil mom could 
rise? ' 

And there was mounting in hot haste ; the steed. 
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car. 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed. 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war, 
And the deep thundw, peal on peal afar ; 
And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Roused up .the soldier ere the morning star ; 
While thronged the citizens with terror dumb. 
Or whispering with white lips — ** The foe I They 
come ! they come !" • 

And Ardennes waves above them her green leaves. 
Dewy with nature's tear-drops, as they pass. 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves. 
Over the unretuming brave, — alas ! 
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass, 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fieiy mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe. 
And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold and 
low. 

Last noon beheld them friU of lusty life. 
Last eve in beauty's circle proudly gay. 
The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 
The mom, the marshalling in arms, — the day. 
Battle's magnificently^rtem array ! 
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The ihiinder-cloads dose o'er it, which when xenl, 
The earth is covered thick with other day. 
Which her ovm clay shall cover, heaped tmd pent, 
Rider and horse, — ^fiiend, foe, — ^in one red burial 
blent ! BTmoH. 



THE END. 
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